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é THE MAID OF THE MILL, 


upon this cart, fad, and drive it{yp to lord Ai 
Fortis 5 coms from London aft iciup with ftrar ze 
company, no doubt there are calls enough for it by -ats 
time. 

Ralph. Ay feythér, whether or not, there’s no douat 
but you'll find eaow fora body todo. , A 

Fairf. Whot dot mutter ? Is’t not a ftrange pl-_ 
that thou can’@ never go about any thing with a goog 
will® murrain take it, what’s come o’er the boy ? So 
cee thou wilt not fet a hand to what I haye deiiced 
thee ! t 

Ralph. Why don’t you {peak to fuller Pat to do fon_- 
thing then ? I thought when the came home to us after 
my oid lady’s death, fhe was to have been of fome uie“n 
the houfe ; but inftead-of that, fhe fits there al! da 
reading outlandith books, dreffed like a fine madun.u, | 
and the never a word you fays to the. i 

Fairf Sirrah, don’t fpeak fo difrefpe&tfully of thy 
filler ; thou wilt never have the tyth of her deferts. 

Ralph. Why Uf read and write with her for what the 
dares ; and as for playing on the hapficols, I thinks p 
rich good mother might have learn’d her fomething m 
properer, fecing the did not remember to leave her aw 
gacy at laft. 

Fairf. That's none of thy bufinefs, firrah. 

Ralph. A farmer’s wife painting pictures, and ple inj 
on the hapficols; why I’ll Be aang now, forall? ~ 
as the is, if the knows any more about milking a cc 
than I do of fewing a petticoat. 

Fair. Ralph, thou halt been drinking this mornin, 

Ralph. Well, if fo be as Ehave, it’s nothing c.. «- 
your pocket, nor mines neither. , 

Fairf. Who has been giving thee liquor, firrah 

Ralph. Why it was wind—a geatleman guve mc 

Fairf. A gentleman ! : 

Ralph. Yes, a gentleman that’s come piping h« 
London : he is below at the Cat and Bagpipes; .* 
rides a choice bit of a nag; I dare so fay the’d i 
good as forty pound at ever-a fair in all Englan * 

Fairf. re od end for what fhe’d fetch mind. 
finefs, or bythe lord Harry ——— 
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“a healpd. Why I won’t do another hand’s turn to-day 
pms fo that’s flat. * ; 

A “irf. Thou wilt not—— * - 
ms Ralph. Why no Twon’t ; fo what argufes your put- 

g youre in a paftion, feyther! I’ve promifed to 

to the gentleman ; and I don’t know but what hé’s 

“~d too, and mayhap he may do.more for me than 
a thinks of. ne 
Fairf. Well, fon Ralph, run thy gait ; but remember 
I rej] thee, thou wilt repent this untowardnef, 
+. Ralph. Why, how shall I repent it? Mayhap you'll 
‘Vefirn me out of your fervice; a match ; with all hearts 
oi! —j cod 1 don’s care three brafs pins. 

iF 
Pa tro ArT k& 

ies all you evant, rwho the plague will be forty, 
my 5 better by half to dig frones in a quarry ; 
“ “Eom re I'm weary of what is got byt : 
* Me here's fuch a racket, fuch feeling and coiling, 
3 ore never content, hut when folks are atoiling, 
And drudging like herfes from morning 'till night. 
ad 


Ye" You think I'm afraid, but the diff’ rence to foew you; 
. ivf, yonder’s your fhovel ; phe too Tt throw you 3 
a lenceforward take care of your matters who will ; 













"re welcome to flave for your wages avho need em, 
" lol devel lol, Ihave purchas'd my freedom, 
Y And never hereafter foall work at the mill, 


SCENE I. 







FatrRFignp, Parry. 

rf. Dear heart, dear heart! Fproteft this ungeas 

': boy puts.me quite befide myfelf. Patty, my dear, 

nVds down 1 e yard a little, and keep‘me company 
ist thieves, vagabonds, gypfies, out here, ‘tis _ 
wicPauch my fon. nt 
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Patty. Jn lowe to pine and languih, 
Let know your palkon vain; ' 
To harbour beart felt anguifo, 


Ye fear to tell your pain. a 
xy Wat pow'rs unrelenting, 
Severer ills inventing, . 
Can foarpen pangs like thef « ‘ 
Where days and nights, tormenting, « . 
Yield not a moment's eafe ! \ “D 


“y. 

Fairf. Well, Patty, Matter Goodman, my’ lordiSe 
fteward, has been with me jult now, and I*find weogy* * 
like to have great doings ; tis lordthip has breught Cowan |” 
Sir Harry Sycamore and his family, and there is mbre | 
company expected in a few days. 4) 

Party, Iknow Sir Harry very well; he isby marriage ,° 
a diflunt relasion of my lord’s 7% 

Fairf. Pray what fort of a young body is thedaught “r’, 
there? [ think the ufed to be with you at the calth }? 
three or four fummers ago, when my young lord was ott | 
upon his travele, 

Patty. Oh! very often ; fhe was a great favourit’? of 
imy lady’s : pray father is fhe come down ? wg 

Faitf, Why you know the report laft night, about%. 
lord’s going to Ye married ; by what I can lean fie’ 
and there is likely to be a nearer relationfhip between tic 
families, ere loug. It feems, his lordihip was not overr- 
willing for the match, but the friends on both fides iif ‘4 
London preffed it fo hard ; then there's a {winging »=* |" 
tune: mafter Goddinan tells me a matter of ten. 
thirty thoufand pounds. 

Patty, If it was a million, father, it would not be» 
than my lord Aimworth deferves ; I fippole the wedi 
will be celebrated here at the manfion-houfe. 

Fairf. So it is thought, as foon as things canbe 

rly prepared And now, Patty, it I coia+ 
ee thee a little merry—Come, blefs thee, pluck u 
{pirits—-To be fure thou haft fuitained, in the de: 

. in J 
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**7 lady, a heavy lof; fhe was a parent to thee; nay, 
’ better, inafmuch as fhe took thee when thou wert 
, buta babe, and gave thee dn education which thy natu- 
=ai parents could not afford to do. 
Potty Ah! dear father, don’t mention what, perhaps, 
been my greateft misfortune. 
wirf. Nay then, Patty, what’s become of all thy 
feng, that people talk fo much about ?——But I have 
fomething to fay tothee which I would have thee scon- 
- fider ferioufly. —I believe I need not tell’ thee, my 
x Md, that a young maiden, after flic is marnageable, 
elpecially if fhe has any thing about her to draw pecple’s 
notice, is liable to ill tongues, and a many crofs acci- 
dents i fo that the fooner fhe’s out of harm's way the 
oir.” e 
tty. Undoubtedly, father, there are people enough 
* who watch every opportunity to gratify their own 
@alice ; but when a young woman’s conduct is un- 
blameable—— = 
Fairf. Why, Patty, there may be fomething in that ; 
* Dut you know flander will leave {pots, where malice finds 
« none: I fay, then, a young woman’s bett fafeguard is a 
good hufband. Now there is our neighbour, Farmer 
“Giles ; he is a fober, honelt, induftrious young fellow, 
and one of the wealthieft in thefe parts ; he is greatly 
Makyu with thee ; and it is not the frft time I have told 
tht 


fhould be glad to have him for a fon-in-law. 

Patty. And Ihave told you as often, father, I would 

9 MeMhic myfelf entirely to your direction; whatever you 
e think proper for me, is fo. 

Fairf. Why that’s fpoken like a dutiful, fenfible girl ; 

.thee in, then, and leave me to manage it 

our neighbour Giles is not a, gentleman ; but 

t are the greateft part of our country gentlemen good 









atty. Very true, father. The fentiments, indeed, 
’ pfrequeftly little correfpondence with the condition 5 
x ang io according to them alone we ought to regulate 
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A i Rk. 
What are outward forms, and fhews, uf 
To an honeft heart compar'd ? 
Oft the ruftic, wanting thofe, 
Has the nobler portion foar'd. 


* OR awe foe the homely flower, 


Bearing at the hedge's fide, 3 
Virtues of more fov' reign pow’ rs - 
Than the garden's gayef pride. 
~_ 
SCENE Itt aS 
FarrFiIgetv, Gites, 
a 


Giles. Well, mafter Fairfield, you and Mifs Pat have 
had a long dfcourfe together ; did you tell her that I was 
come down ? ' : 

Fairf. No, in truth, friend Giles ; but I mentioned | 
our affair at.a diftance ; and I think there is no fear. , 

Giles, That's right—and when fhall us—-You do know: 
T have told you my mind often and often. . 

Fairf. Farmer, give us thy hand; nobody daulsts thy 
good will to me and my girl; and you may takeymy 
word, 1 would rather give her to thee than anot!.'’; 
= 5! am main certain thou wilt make her a good huf- 

and. 

Giles. Thanks to your kind opinion, mafter Fairfield ; 
.. fuch be my hap, I hope there will be no caufe of con- 
plainer. . 

Fairf. And I promife thee my daughter will n . 
theeachoice wife. But thou know’ft, friend Gilés, +* 

J, and all belongs to me, have great.obligations to 1. 
Aimworth’s family ; Patty, in particular, would be + us 
of the moft ungrateful wretches this day breathing 3 ~ the 
was to do the {malleft thing contrary totheir conient od 
approbation. 

Giles. Nay, nay, ‘tis well enough known to all the 
country, .the was the old lady’s darling. 1s ff 

\r ,} 
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= :-‘Fairf. Well, maitér Giles, I'll affure thee fhe is not 
tong whit lefs obliged to my lord himfelf. When his 
moMer was taken off fo fuddealy, and his affairs called 
£im up to London, if Patty would have remained at the 
caltle, fhe might have bad the command of all ; or if 
Fahy have gone any where ele, he would have paid 
foMher fixing, let the coft be what i: would, 
Giles. Why, for that matter, folks did nat fpare to 
fay, that my lord had a fort of a fneaking: kiudnef for 
« her himfelf: and ! remember, at one time, it was rife 
‘ i Spree the neighbourhood, that the was adtually to be 
Fgirf. Pho, pho! a pack of woman's tales. 
° Gil Nay, to be fure they'll fay any on 
e onc My lord’s a man of a better way of thinking, 
fcmg Giles—Bur this is neither here nor there to our 
buginefe—— Have yuu been at the caltle yet ? 
eGils, Whol! let your heart I did not hear a f{yl- 
lable of his lordthip’s being come down, ‘ti your Jad 
told me. ' 
* Fairf. No! why then go up to my lord, let him 
know you have a mind to make a match with my daugh- 
te? ; hear what he has to fay to it; and afterwards we 
Will try if we can’t fettle matters. 

Giles. Go up to my lord! I cod if that be all, I'll de 
® wash the biggeft pleafure in life.-—But where’s Mifs 
Par PMight one not ax her how the do ? 
| Rairf. Never {pare it; fhe’s within there. 

o &%:. 1 fees her—odd rabbit it, this hatch is locked 
gow Mifs Pat——Mifs Patty—She makes believe 
not to hear me 

inf. Well, well, never mind ; thoul’t come and 









ig. Nay, but juft to have a bit of a joke with her 
"elent——Mify Pat, 1 fay——won't you open the 


rs 


, 


>, 
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Hark ! hee your own true ‘ J 

After walking three miles, 
Gifts at leap cba ey a 3 

Come and fpeak a word to Giles, 
= You alone my heart I fix on: d 


Ah, you little cunning vixen! 
« 1 can fee your roguifb jmiles. 
Addjlidi ! ‘my mind is fo pafep, eh 
Till we're fped, I fhan't have ref? ; Con ff 
Ouly fay the thing’s a bargain, 
estak estat - °° 
eady to ftrike it, . 
There's at OT OE CN 
T’m her's, foe's mite; 
Thus we feal, and thus we fign, ge ba 


” SCENE'IV. 
FarrFietp, Parry. =]. ; 
Fairf. Patty, child, why would’f not thou open the 
door te sen cbrreed Giles? stephens 
Patty, Really, father, I'did not know what was the 
matter. : 
Fairf. Well, another time ; he’ll be here again “| 
tently” He's ne up to the caftle, Patty ; thou k: ra 
it would not fight for us to do any thing withvuy 
iving his lordfhip intelligence, fo I have fen: 
Bee to let him know that he is willing, and we ; 
willing ; and, with his lordfhip’s approbation— 
Patty. Oh dear father—what are you going to fay? ., 
Fairf. Nay child, I would not have ftirr’d \e- 
fo eens without advertifing his lordfhip -d® 


on > e 
Patty, But farely, farely, you have not done this ath ; 
pert rma epi i, ‘er ~ , 

Fairf rah, how is it rath, Patty? I doit un- 
derftand thee. > 3 rine Ss is8 
Patty. Oh, you have difirefs'd me beyond i n jon“. 


—but why would you not give me as ‘ome 
mar i \ he gt notice, H 


Me > Bete ae. | 
re A comic OPERA 4) 
‘* . Fairf. Why han’t I.fpoken to thee an hundred times ? 
Nv Paty: "ris thon, pens diftrefs me, and thou'lt 


y heart, ° bel we 

: . Patty, * eat father! “3 ‘ee 2 
Fairy. All I defire is to fee thee ivell fei 3 and now 
ee O peal rae ot conte d;Iam 


the farmer is as ats asguy in the 
country; and is he not as 3 
Patty. Tis very true,” ala Sn We Bilgme; pray 
highs me. 
dirf. Forgive thee! Lord help thee, my child, I 2 


no Mgry with thee; but. quiet . thyfelf, = 
thou'lt fee all this’ will ote t fore be 7” 


PA SCENE cde 


* isto me;. nial sandler eilia wae 
band pee Spa ane rei tk 
dared to linations above ny oh a 
Taimobook oes sp poe duty ry tag me 
titugs and refpect?, Alas! who could live in 
lard Sony ae fee i: one Sage ae 


‘nor love him! I have 
folly is yet spdibsmethotone lis how how w tld Re 
Sidiculed and defpifed ; nay, would not my lor 


pon a reagent ng 
as unworthy of him, as m Mr 


oF pram yapiyl did d 
see ert 


» pla of hhis family 2. d 2219 meso, sie 
esa alae ee) WH ny Pieeel 4 + dread ‘ veahe Senay ‘s 
Ree bani iv je yy are SL set, | 

ee thst tae nore As, 


ee gues * 
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Ab} id fhte, purlui 
td ovate shag ties 


Heap ruin thus on ruin, 
Ind add to mifery? 
+ ‘The gricfs I languifh d under, 
In fecret let me i} 
: But this new firoke of thunder, 
* Ls more than I can bear. . 


SCENE VI. 


Changes to. a Chamber in Lord Aimwort ti’s Houfes, 


Six Harny Sycamore, Throposra, 

Sir Har. Well, bat Theodofia, child, youare quite 
mnreafonable, . 

Thee. Pardon me, papa, jt is not I am unreafonable : 
when I gave way to my inclinations for Mr. Mervin, 

. he did not feem lefs agreeable to you and my mama, 

than he was acceptable to me- - It is therefore you have 
been unreafonable, in firt encouraging his addreffes, and 
afterwards forbidding him your houfe; in order to bring 
me down here, to force me on a gentleman——— = 

Sir Har. Force you, Doffy, what do you mean? By 
the la, I would not force you on the Czar of Mufe~ y, 

Theo. And yet, papa, what elfe can I call it? for w.0° 
lord Aimworth is extremely attentive and obliging, I’ 
affare you he is by no means one of the molt ardent of 


> 


4 


s 


‘Sir Har. Ardent, ah! there it is} you gitls never : 
ce 


think there is any love, without kiffing an ; 
but you fhou’d confider child, my lord Aimworth is» < 
polite man, and has been abroad in France and * "ts 
where thefe things are not the fathion; I r, 
when I was on my travels, among the madames ‘and 


fignoras, we never faluted more than the tip of the car. 
Theo. Really, Pape» you have a very ftrange bapa : 


of my no fuch ftuff in my though’ 4 
Sir Har. Well come, my poor D —— 
cons 

tary 


“ee know it is not my fault; on 
t 5 ’ ee Fe : 
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* trary, I affure you, Thad always.a grea t regard for youn 
"Wee in, and hould hive been very 7 gid —— ¥ “ 
! How thee eatin _cduld you join in forcing me 
ip t write him th letter, never to {ce me more; 
or how indeed could I comply with, your commands ? 
wee muft he think.of me? 
r Har. Ay, but hold Doffy, your mama convinced 
me that he was not fo proper arbamninclay, fer us as Lord 
* Aimworth 
. . Theo. Convinced you! Ah, my ‘dear papa, ‘you Were 
not<onvinced. 
\ °sir Har. What don't Lknow when [ am convinced? 
Theo, Why no, papa; becaufe your good-nature and 
© eafinefs of temper is fuchy that you pay more-refpec to 
Je judgeispt of mama, and lefs to your awit, than you 


ni hig "Well, but Del don’t you fee how your 
gama loves me; if my finger does but ach, fhe’s. like 
a betwitched woman; and if I was to die, I don’t be- 
lieve the would outlive ‘the burying of me: aay fhe. has 
‘told me as much herfelf. 

Theo. Her fondnefs indeed is very extraordina 

‘Sir Har. Befides, could you give up the. pect of 
we acountefs, and miftrefs o this fine place? ert 

; Yes, truly could I. 
ALR, rb 

' With the man that I love, awas I deftin'd to dwell, 
© Ona mountain, a moor, in acot, ina cell, — 
© Retreats the moft barren, moft defert, would be 

More pleafing than courts or a palace to me, ~ 


mf A ed sis oe the snes wedlock a/pire” 
iM oben bi ode ia tae tre tlt 

e i 7 wy t are . 

as praduent "tis all thay can tafte ras aiid 

wee & . 
. ee c ENE vin) e 

Boe aba Tae Srcamons, 2 


a you?" he ee 
Bi. oi ’ baie dati. 


ha 


1 


Fy THR Matmortee wien | 
Bm hips aaa atets 
biel jared thus at 


"Fra, Bleliye, madom Doyo then Tam 
es a eek as to lace et felix epee 


‘ 





“4 


» Lai Bye. have a very dif 
dainful manner of pref sere I believe hare 
are very few young ee tion, who'would think 


any facrifice they cou’d makb. fp0, much mere —Did ¢ 
you ever ae. the like of her, Sir i 

Sir Har. Why, my dear, T have ja ati She ° 
fer in the Tome tran, but wh Ni berne in t 
head 

La. Ss Oh, it ds Me. M vin, her gentleman of 
Bucklerfb he Pye ear matty'a cit! Whetets yeur 
prides YO nity ; ave you “nothing of she’ ms if 

Rion shout Muy . 


"Sin Har, Well, ‘bat ey’ Te know'T'am a 
id a 7 my! i ast may Brie eras 


"9 Thee. “And yet madam, you eondefeended to anny» 
m 

a Spe: Well, ‘fT aia mifs, Thad but five shoutind 
pounds to my portion,” and Sir Harry knows. 1 vis 
eight and thirty, before T would'liften to him, 

Sir Har) Nay, Dofly, that’s true, my maina oneld. 
eight and thirty, before we were. married ; but by theo 
la, my dear, you were a lovely, angel 5 and by canile~ 
light nobody would have taken you for above five and. 


"ye 
A Cate ir Hay, you remember the tafe sieht Ros * 


sake 


Minxey ‘pape 


Kieh Mi ee ne a 
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BD yf tink ys 
ie arte eT if 
"Tis a feaft to bear an ‘fee, | Coe :% 
; . SCENE IX. ‘ 
Loup Aimworrts, Sir Hane, Vue leckairs. 
Sir Har, By dad this is a good merry fellow, is mot ° 


de et love, with his pitty amare fo my lord you 
have given your auaie Sar ba fhail marry yout, no 
tiered old houfekeeper. Ah, well, Ican fee—— © ' 
a L. Aim. Sew: doubts, ‘Sir Harry, that you arenes 

ear- 

Sir Har. Yes,-yes, let me alone, I knor- white 
wees Plesete a young fellow once ern ed 3 and f Seoul 

of a tenant, to take a pretty 

hands now and then, as well as anoth Bia 

_L. dim, 1 prove my dear friend, I don’t underftand 


hae, Kon Nos nobody elfe—Sit Harry yon are g goin 


a Mart my lady? NotI, as ¥ 
and breathe; ea Posh ne 
does before he's tlaatiod 4 Iwasa thavehistar, wag 
a devil’ cals coe nite and honey 
George, hag ord, cs I Case gga Sige Hive hve al 

ve till 





we thall be man and w 
next Candlemas-day, The never had es — 
La. Syc. Sir Harry, come out of the room, ee 
Sir Har. Why, what's the matter, my lady, I did nok 
fay any harm? 


La, Sye. 1 fee what you ate driving a, you want Wo 





"Gr Hor elation dike, Sau Sig 
want to - 
y, dine 6038 poutden’t came cst chia 


if Le 4 

Peng ay in the chamber-——lI beg, 
te ag ae 
"Sir Bare Nay, bi Totty, iad ~* ah Ad wish} | 


| oe 
Rhy es ion Ys ou ee 


7. 7 em’ ul t te Ty BOF 3343) OENE 
: yor - - $ 


rv 
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Ralph. 1 tell you, Fan, the gentl¢man has no chan THI 
53-3 him; why the plagae i yau be fo troublefom ‘ 
Fanny. Lord what is it°to you, if his honour has (a 
mind to give me a ies Do pray, gentleman, put your 
hand in your 
Mer. am cimolt diftraéted! Ungrateful Theodolie, 
to change {6 fuddenly, and write me fuch a letter! 
However, Iam refolved to have difmiffion face to , 
face ; this lettér may be forced yim er by her mother, 
who I know was never cordi friend: I ites 
get a fight of her in London, say will be lef 
po se ee and fee her Iwill, nig ie 
other 
Fanny. Then your honour will not ane your ed = 
rity? 


A IR 


J am young, and I am friendle/:, 1 
And pets alas! withal; 

Sure my forraws avill be enillefs 5 ; 
Ln vain for belp I call. 

Have fome pity in your nature, 

To relieve a wretched creature, 
Though the gift be ne’ er fo fmall. 


May you, polfiffing every bifings rae 
Still inberit Sir, all you merit eh 
Aad. newer, kate. suhat i is ke caent 3 
Savect Heaven, sear worfhip all happins/t graxt. 
i] 


SCENE Xif. 
git 


RALPH, Meavin, ©) ‘ 
Ralph. Now Vl go and ‘take that easy paar 
ants apr: geod ee rk bee 6 Users ~ Sit 
Mer. ite iaen Bt Seago are 
abs. Nay, but I hate to es, ad, So Sel 
Ys 


greed 
Mer. come, fhe has.not gota great dail, anid 
I have ‘hight ho Be may doe a ourin her an e 
ener chro ee: out of, your, head, 
Sommer ray 3 


ye ra . a 
- * > 4 


Se — —~ te ree | 
}, A COMEC poms a) 






} Mer. How fo? - 4 . 

' Ralph. How fo, why fhe’s as cunning as the Devil. 
Mer, Oh the is—I fancy Fo and you. Well, 
1 that cafe, friend Ralph——Your name’s Ralph, I 
ink? 


/ + Ralph. Yes, fir, at fervice, for wantiof.a better, 

/ > Mer, 1 fay then, in that cafe, we 

, Temit the favour you think till the lady is in a more 

| complying humour, and try if he cannot {erve me at 
eaclint in fome other ogy Pee are‘a good 

» Mpity gipfies hereabout, are not? 

- “Ralph. Softly—Thave a whole gang of them here in 
our barn; I have kept them about the place thefe three 
® months, and all on account of the. 

o Mer Really. 

Raph. Yea,——but for your life don’t fay a word of 

emiggt0 any Chriftian lam in love with her. 
» Mer, Indeed! 

Ralph. Fe is as mad with me aboutit, as Old 
Scratch ; and I gets the plague and all of anger; but I 
“don’t mind that. 

« Mer. Well, fricnd Ralph, if you are in love, no doubt 
you have fome influence over your miflrefi ; don’t you 
think you could prevail upon her, and her compa- 
nions, to fupply me with one of their habits, and let 
me go up with them to-day to my lord Aimworth’s, 

' b. Why do you want to goa mumming? We 
never do that here but in the Chriftmas holidays. — 
Mer, No matter: manage this for me, and manage 
Sr with fecrefy ; and I promife you fhall not go unre- 
warded. 
Ralph. Oh! as for that fir, I don’t look for any 
® thing, I can eafily get you a bundle of their rags ; but 

I don’t know whether you’ll prevail on them to go up 

totmy lord’s, becaufe they’re afraid of a big dog that’s 

ifi the yard: but Pll tell you what I can do; I cit ae 
ops ¢fore you And have the dog faftened, for 1 know 
e 
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wits the merchant, ble awith ; ; / 
7) wis pleafuresof his:natiae feat,» a ; 

To tempt the dangers of the feas, 

And crimes:more perilous than as 2 ae! 


Midft freezing cold, or. fpreling 


He krows. the hardpiips, is the pein, We, es 
isd of way, ae inks it fmalls 
The jweets of what be hopes to gain, Fs 
Undaunted, make bim combat all. lem! 


F CEN 5 xin. od 
Patty, Ratru, Gries, Fanny. 


Giles. So his lordthip was as willing as the flowers"ir nm 
and as I was comin along, who fhou’d I 
‘meet but your father——and he bid me run in all hate 
and tell'yeu for we were fure your would be deadly 

Jad. 








Patty. 1 know not what bufinefS you had to go to my” 
lord’s at all, farmer. 

Giles. Nay, Tonly did as I was defired——— Mafter 
Fairfield bid me tell you moreover, as how he wou'd 
here you go up to my lord out-of hand, and,thank 

im 

Ralph. So the ought ; and take off thofe cloaths, and 
put on what’s more becoming her, ftation ; you, know) 
my father {poke to you of that this morning too, ae 

Patty. Brother, I thall obey my father. =s 


GE 7 7O LPL PPO 








Tye ill sp hash abel . 
That. Pl a yb. me. ae 
Giles. Mift Pat? oe ee 
Gale dans ay, Lon fpode e. 
iles. —_— aN 
Ralph. Tal car mon, fhe does . bey, tA tH 
ome, Safer ratte, : ua 
Fanny, rag ies the mist oddefi, eS 
se Sa a ogy ms 
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e. ) Fe ; 
"dal. Fan. 4.70 he in-sheir place, 
We'd carry it of -with @ different face. 

Giles. Thus I rake her by the lilly hand, 

So foft ant white. ~~ rey 
Why now that’s rights 
And kifs ber too, mon, never fland. 


pig cain ree 
: rem in 
Patdilles. = fess i oles, 
qx. ty heart it furprifesy 
I can't hep it down, tha’ Dd never fo faim 


. 
= anny So Bera the play end, 
~~ gh lorvies are friends 5 
“Ralph. Hupp t a 
“Fuay? ee, i 
. Giles.» ——- ——- Nah ! - 
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ae End of the Fixé Aa. 





° ACT MT, SCENE I. 


By marble 6 rar with flatues, which opens 
from bond Kin \ 3 fwo Ast ntar the front. 


Enter Lord ArmwortH reading. 


N how contemptible » t would the fitnation I am 
q now in Thee ool ofthe fe mee the 


alled. 
rite a oe Scant quit 2 ee = 
* na mind wher eoehien: would tell me, 


felf cafy lon 
"h. Sage “aeaT have we wtanooy 
rm, an 
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of my own heart in my \favour;” dT ein, was i 
do.ugain, I thould aét as I have’ Let's fee, w. 
ee here #y perhapo 2 grt compote ry’ 
thoughts [reads and taxows the book away] i's to no pur- 
pot, I can’t read, I can’t think, I can’t do any mig 


ALR, 


Ab! bow vainly mortals treafure 
Hopes of bcp ints npirysy a 
‘il baf Ite obtain 5 of 
Pei acigh ol Tlie we ae : , 
prrfaing 
sto rurn, | > 


Setting Bip and finarng pain. 
SCENE IR | 
Lord Atmworrtn, Parry. Fim a 


Boe me. Now comes the trial ; no, my. fentente is * 
proabeacd, and I will meet my fate with pra- 
Since and ees. » 


tee 


Aim. Shc ) “ere re 


Fi My lord 
L. tim ft, rissietat: 


a no faba be lon, m lard, for prefling fo 
abrupity into mis = pat, but i was told I might 
walk this way ; and I am come by my father’? tom~ 
mands to thank your lordthip for all your favours. 

L. Aim, Favours, Patty? what Hivoin ? prot, 
younone : but why this metamorphofis? I ete 
you hadnot {poke, Ys thould not have known: beet 
never faw you wear fuch cloaths as thefe in my m hes 
life-time. z 


Patty. "No, :my lord, it wis ‘her ladvthip’s stil T 
fhould wear better, and therefore I obeyed ; wet 
Pres Peete ray miles = i. 

ton, uture profpeéts aT’. 

L. dim. vate mee ty, Yo ‘oo humble~— 





Taonga ; 
hus sae 


to: bemdrried.. beet TO 
. Patty. Yes, my lord, 


di AY QOMIceo SPHRA | wy: 
dim Well, and.don’t, think you could have 
Ss a raiclh meaiey than Giles ? I thould ima- 
¢ your perfon, your -itegesactoeipar ne might have 
iafitled you to look, Nabi ma 

Patty, Your lordship is pleafed to pvererpte: a Jittle 
merit: the education received i in your family, does not 
ina me to forget my origin ; and the farmer is my 
cgua 

1. Aim. In what refpedt ? The degrees of rank and 
fortune, my dear Patty, are epeoeeh diftinGtions, an- 
worthy the regard of thofe who confider juftly; the true 
TtaMlard of equality is feated in the mind: thofe who 
think nobly are noble, 

e Patty, The farmer, my lord, is a very honef man. 

L. dim. So he may: 1 don’: fuppofe he would break 
ifto a honfe; or commit a robbery on the highway: 
what & you | tell me of his honefty for ?* 

“Patty. I did not mean to offend your lordthip. 

©. Aim, Offend! I am not offended, Patty; not at 

all offended ——But i is there any great merit ina man’s 
_ being honeft? , 
__ Patty. I don’t fay there is, my lord. 

* L. Aim. The farmer is an ill-bred, illiterate ae 
and what happincfs can you propofe to yourfelf in fuch 
a fociety?———Then, as to his perfon, | am fare—But 
perhaps, Tess you like him; and if fo, lam doing 
a 5 thing, 

- Upon my word, my lord—— _ 

t. “Fin. ay, 1 fee you do: he has had the a for- 
tne to pleafe yous and in that cafe, you-are certainly 
if the right to follow your inclinations —I muft tell Aes 
one thing Patty, however—I hope you won’t think it 
einfriendly of me——But I am dewrniead farmer Giles 
thall not dtay a moment on my eltate, after next quar- 


‘at . Thope, my lord, he has bot incurred your 
fom ‘That's of aa Senter Blt 1 I find as 





s. flow Gene Spel. 7 Sree 
Ay a t and as you 
oe uld have you advifa him to 
i a big 4 pet 0 to ea) 
‘peat Patty. 
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eds tamer asia vate 

oe 1 oe ca rl 

t mot an 

you en you feen: ame 

eaven make you 


nee op ng | 
Thank, yoo, Bs fhe we al te, 
Bae: hte 

Patty. Upon my kneesy. pre eS T ‘pray’ it: 
may every earthly blifs attenc youl may yur ay rove, 
an uninterrupted courfe of and 
your mutual friendthip, ena and Tove, vend but 
with your lives!) © : “ = 

ZL. Aim. Rife, Patty, ih fo Tay 0 dot Seppo 
you'd wait upon’ Mifs Syca e you’ 
at prefent E hayes tiie be bufinefi_——As ad Pa 
arnt afhi@ yourfelf: J have been fomewhat hafly with 
regard to the farmer; but-fince I fee -how you 
are interefted in his affairs, T may poffil’ my 
diefigns with regard to hin——You know—You know, 
Patty, gre marriage: with hen is noc mine- 
only fpesk ERENT AD MY 

3 ii ay : ; ¥. “ : i) ta ry cael le 
Hn yp? Aion A T ‘alt ee ne * 
ie vain'T atten, a ade ener 
“ endeavour to bide ce but makes (ee app 4 Sie 






es I re Peni touch orb rates 
And Speak to and its No 
bece cruel as tormented ! amy 2 
* fet ace cape it freewesy. it it ry ; 
Timm dh what the next is SIE «. 
towe, rage, anid 5 sree. cng mpi Wy: ; 
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T 


eS Pat 1 crude te 
7 wi Gil, ne and fan ” = thera as soot eu farey 

Vic trnt e and me aia g sag te 
pd > 35 1 
the .world as tho’f it was “May-day y\and the quality’s 
looking at thenr out Of the windows Tis as true as any 
thing ; on account of my lord's home with his’ 
_ new lady——** Look heres Lhave | ht a fring of 

** flowers along with 

Paty: Well, and what then ? 

Be sy Pats Lis Oe ren 
e down t ta tle 
Sal, farmer aoa vd OF the Green, would 
© fain have had mie for a partner ; ey Lfaid as how I'd go 
foro one"! likéd better, “one that I'd make a partner for 


stipe Did you fay fo? 
| 9 Gilez, Yes, and {hé was! ruck all of a heap—— fhe 
had not a word to throw to a _dog—for Sal and I kept 
company once for a little bit” 
Patty, Farmer, . 1 am going’ to fay’ fomethin ‘to-you, 
ner you =p liften to itattentively.’ tt feems you 
t together. 
Giles. hale why I. think of nothing elfe ; it’s al? 
dver thé place mun, as how you are ‘to bé my {poufe ; 
and you would ‘not believe what pane folks make of 
moe" Wh of-o 
Patty, Shall 1 to Ser iden til dinisk, Kemmnegiin 
pe co tae ede for one another ; and E 
awl) certain we fhould not be happ PP 
Giles, Qh! as for that matter, Tingree 2s aq pets 


“a Sa fat ease to you then—T dow’e like 


you. ) 


ae ox i conta jou are seme to me— 


the af affair bet 






you: 
Fone a eos ——— 
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no command force me.—=You know my mind, make your. 
advantage of it, = = j Ay 
OE ¢ 
Was I fare alife'to lead, 
Wretched ie wile, fat 
Every hardfbip nvould I braves 
Rudeft-toil, fevereft need; 
Ere yield my hand fo coolly, * 
To the man who never truly, © 
Could my heart in keeping have. : 
Wealth with others Juccefs will infurt you, 
Where your wit and your pevfon muy pleases ' 
Take to them your love, Iconjuré you, + 


And in mercy fit mevat tafe. 
SCENE Ivy. any 
GiLe ss yoy 


“Heré'’s-a turn ; I don’t know what to make of it: fhe’s 
gone mad,* that’s’ for fartin ; wit and leafning have. 
crack’d her brain ——— Poor foul, poor foul——lIrt is often 
the cafe of thofe who have too much of them.—Lord, 
Lord, how forry I be—But hold, the fays I baint to 
her mind—mayn’t all this be the effeé-of modiih coy- 
nefs, to do like the yensiewonet becaufe the was‘bred 
among them ? And I have heard fay, they will be upon 
their vixen tricks, till they go into the very church with, 

a man.—Icod there's nothing more likelier ; for it is the 
cry of one,and all, that fhe’s the moral of a lady in 
every thing: and our farmer’s dengaie, for the matter |, 
of that, tho’f they have nothing to of but a ferep 
of red ribbon about their hats, will have as many turh- 
ings and windings as a hare, before one can lay & faft 
hold of them.—There can no harm come of {peaking 
with matter Fairfield, however. —Odd ‘rabbit it, how 
plaguy tart the was—1 am half .vext with myfelf now ‘ 
that Llet her go off fo, Setanta we: AS A 


e/g, oO 


al 
' _\* 153) 
aT Re 
- —v 


, A'COIMIC OPERA. - * 


A Te R- tawae. |) 
»" When a maid, in way of marriage, 
\ Firft is courted by a Ae 
Let "un do the beft be camy 
oat foame-fac'd in her carriage, 
"Tis with plain she Juit’s began. , 
Tho’ f m Poe likes him mainly, 
St he haraees and'told; 


., Fearing to confeft it plainly, 
.* Left the Ole ded abcd ber bold. 
Bat the parfon-comes in fight, . 
’ Gives the avord to bill and coo; 
Wis a different guite, 
e And foe quickly buckles.too. 


= 5 SCENE. V.. 


Changes te awiew of Lord Aimwortn’s boufe, and im- 
provements; a feat under.atree, and part Fe the garden 
avall, with a Chinefe pavillion over it ; feveral country 
people appear dancing, others looking on; among whom 

* are, Mervin, difeuifed, Rauru, Fanny, and anum- 
ber of sitfies. Gir the dancers go off, THEODOSIA 
and Patty enter through a gate fuppofed to have a con- 
neBion with the principal building. 


$Me. Well then, my dear Patty, you will rin away 
ftom us: but why in fuch a hurry, I-have a thoufand 
ings to fay to you? 

e Patty. TU fhall do myfelf the honour to pay my duty to 
you fome other time, madam; at prefent I really find 
,m)felf-a diccle indifpofed. a) 

Theo, Nay, 1 would by no means Jay you under an 
reftraint. .But methinks the entertainment we have jul 
bed faking: part of, thould have put you into better 
{pirits: 1 am notin an over.merry Mm myfelf, yet, F 
fect di cotild not look on the diverfion of thofe*honett 
folks, without feeling a certain gairte de cur. 

Patty, Why, indeed, madam, it-had one circumftance 
attending it, which is often wanting to more polite. 
amuldents ; that of feesning to give undiflembled {a- 


tisfagion, to thofe who were engaged in it. . 
: . Dz Thee. 


— $i _ 2 
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Téeo. Oh, infinite, .jnfinite! to fee the chearful, 
healthy looking creatures, toil with fuch a good will! 
To me there were more genuine charnis in’ their auk~ 
ward ftumping and jamping about; their rude meafures, 
and homefpun finery, than in all the drefs, {plendor, and. 
ftudied graces, of a birth-night ball-room. | ~ 

Patty. ’Tis a very uncommon declaration to he made 
by a fine lady, madam : byt certainly, however the artful 
delicacies of high life may dazzle and furprize, nature 
has particular attra¢tions, even in a cottage, her mott 
unadorned ftate, whichYldom fails to affett us, tho’ we 
can fcarce give a reafon for it. ‘ 

Theo. But you know, Patty, I was always a diftraéted 
admirer of the country ; no damfel in romaiice was ever 
fonder of groves and purling ftreams: had I ben bora 
jn the days of Arcadia, with my prefeut propenfity, in- 
itead of being a fine lady, as you call me, I thould cer-_ 
tainly have kept a flock of fheep. ” = 

Patty. Well, madam, you have the fages, poets and 
philotephert, of all ages, to countenance your way of 
thinking. pe >t : 

Theo. And you, my little philofophical friend, doy’t 
you think me inthe right. too? = 


Patty. Yes indeed, madam, perfettly, 
ATER. 


Truft me, would you tafte true pleasure, oe 

Without mixture, without meajure, 

No awhere fhall you find the treasure 
Sure as inthe fyluan feene: ' 

Ble, who, ae falh glare requiring, 


Nature's raral fweets admirvig, fF 9 


Can, from r joys retiring, 
Set eagle gad ferent. , K's 
SCENE VI 
: . 
Treoposia, Mervin, Fanxys ¢ 


Mer. Yonder the is feated ; and, to my with, moft , 
fortunately alone. Accoft her as I defired. eo 
Thee, Heigh fuk 
“ Fanzg. 


' A, COMIC OPERA 2g 


Fanny. Heaven blefs you, my fweet lady-——blefs 
your honour’s beatstifiy vitog and fend you a good 
hulhand, ,and 4 great many Gfahem.. .) .. 

Theo. A very, comfortable with upon my word : who 
are you, child? at ie 

' Fanny. A poor gipfey, an’-pleafe. you, that goes about 
begging from charitable gentlemen and ladies—If you 
have ere a coal or bit, of whiting in your pocket, [’l 
‘write you the firit letter of your fweetheart’s name; how 
many hufbands you will have ; and how many children, 
my lady: or, if you'll let me look at your line .of life, 
J’\Prell you whether it willbe long or thort, happy or 
miferable. ‘ 

» Theo» Oh! as for that, Isknow it -already—you can- 
not tell. ene any good fortune, and therefore I'll hear 
fone. Go-abour your bufinefs. 

Mer? Stay, madam, fay, [Reaending #2 lift a paper 


FO the pround| you have dropt fomething —Fan, call 
cht: youtg-gentlewoman back, - 
Fanny. Lady, you.have lot— * 


Then Pho, pho, I have loft nothing. 

Mer. Yes, that paper, dady; you ares it as you got 
ip from the chair.—Fan,’ give-it to her honour. 

Theo, A letter with my addrefs |\—[Fakes the paper and 
reads] ‘“ Dear 'Theodofia! ‘Though the fight of me was 
‘fo difapreeahle to"you, that you charged me never to 
‘* approach you more, I hope my hand-writing can have 
*noching to frighten of difgift you. Iam not far of ; 
** and the perfon who delivers*you this, can “give you 
* intelligence,”"——Come hither, child: do you know 
dhy thing of the gentléman that wrote this ? 

Fanny. My A ai 
* Theo. Make hafte,'ron this moment, bring me-to him, 
bring him to me ; fay I wait with impatience ; tell him » 
I wgllgo, fly any where ———— 

Mer. My life, my charmer! P 
Thee. Oh, Heavens !|———Mr. Mervin ! F 


MLS Kip (> TT ie eed 4. oe 
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: SCEINE Vil. ! 


THeoposra, Mervin, Sir Harry, Lavy Syrea- 
more, Fanny, Grrstes, 


Lay Syc. Sir Harry, don’t walk fo. fait, we are ‘not 
running for a wager. 
Sir Har. Hough, hough, hoygh. , 
La. Syc. Wey day, you have got.a coagh; I fhallhave. . 
you laid upon my hands prefently. 4 
Sir Har. No, no, my lady, it’s only the old affair. . 
La. Syc. Come here, and let me_tve this handkerch*:f 
about your neck ; you have put yourfelf into a muck- 
fweat already. [Ties a handkerchief about bis neck.) Haye 
ba taken, your Bardana, this morning? I warrant you.. 
now now, though you have been complaining of 
twitches two,or,three ties 5 and, you know the gouty 
feafon is coming on, Why will yoy be fo a kau gia 
your health, Sir Harry ? I proteftd.am forced to water 
you like an mfant. 
Sir Har. My lovey takes care of me, and Iam obliged 
to her. . 
La, Syc., Well, but you ought to mind me then, fince 
you are fatisfied I never fpeak but for your — 
thought, Mifs Sycamore, you were to haye followed 
your papa and me into the garden——How far did you 
go with that wench ?, 3 
Theo. They ate: gipfies, madam, they fay. Inaeea I 
don’t know what they are. 
La. Syc, I with, mifs, you would learn to give a ra- , 
tional anfwer. ai i nes !'H 6 ' 
Sir Har. Eh! what’s that? gi ave we gipfies _ 
here! Vagrants, that pretend to a knowledge of ee 
iy 5 ge pe jew rege a pan 
anny. Yes, your W we'll tell your fortune, or 
peitenr xsi i a crak 6f bread, oF a ee broker 
victuals : what you ‘throw. to your dogs, eafe you. 
Sir Har. Broken victuals, hhuffey How do a enh 
we fhould have broken victuals ?-——If' we are at home, 
indeed, perhaps you might get fome fuch thing from the 
cook; but here we are only on a:vifit to a friend’s houfe, 
and have nothing todo with the kitchen atall. 





Lae 
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~ La Sye. And do you think, Sir Harry, it is neceflary 
to give the creature an-accoun 
ir Hare No, love, no; bw what can you fay to ob- 
ftinate people ?———-Get. you: gone, bold face——I once 
knew a merchant's wife in the city, my lady, who had 
her fortune told by fomie of thofe gipfies. They faid 
fhe thould die at fuch a time; and [ warrant, as fure as 
the day came, the poor gentlewoman actually died with 
the conceit. Come, Dofly, your mama and I are 
cing to take a walk My lady, will you have’ 
hold af my arm? 
®2 Syc. No, Sir Harry, I choofe to go by myfelf. 
Mer. Now, love, afit me——[Turning to the gipfres.J’ 
Follow, and take all your cues from me Neb , but 
Ben lady and es ig you won’t go Without remem- 


ye the poor gipfies. 
Hey ! here is all the gang after us. 
=o, hy 


your noble honour. 

Te ‘Sye. Come back into the garden; we hall be co~ 
vered with vermin. 

Gip. Out of the bowels of your commiferation.. 

La. Sy¢ They prefs upon us more and more; yet 
that girl has no mind to leave them > I thall fwoon: 
away. 

Sir Har, Don’t be frighten’d, my Tady 5 let me ad- 
vance. 


We A TR 
You wile od v= be sgn Tes, do ye mean?” 
maul you, ¥ 
Ye. ¢tatter-demalli de tees 
Uf one of them comes within reach of ") cant, 


Such 
er. Se call sloee. 


Boils ray come wave. 
‘a and thievel, 
ipa 


*. Wf ee —_ 
SCENE 
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SCENE Vill 


' 
Meavin, Treoposya,: Fanny, Gipsies.. 


Fanny. Ol! mercy, dear—The gentleman is fo bold, 
tis well if he does not bring us into trouble: “Who 
Knows but tls may be a juilice of peace? and fee, he’s 
following them into the garden! ’ 

1f Gip. Well, tis all your fecking, Fan. ; 

Fanny. We Miall have warrants to take’ us up, Tl be 
hang'd elfe. We had beit-r run away, the fervants will 
come out with flicks tolick us. 

Mer. Curfed ili fortune—[ Here Mervin returns swith 
pipfies. J—She’s gone, and, perhaps, I ihall nor have 
another opportunity Add you, ye bluidering block- 
head, I won’t give you a halfpenany —— Why did you 


not clap too the garden door, whén I called:to ‘you, be-* 


fore the young lady got in? The key was on the out- 
fide, which would have given me fome time for an “ex- 
planation. ‘ pt om : ry 
2d Gip. An pleafé your honour I was dubus. 
Mer, Dubus! plague choak ye 





idme fatisfattion that I have been able to let her feeme, , 


and know whére] am [Turning to the gipfits, who go off.) 


—Go, get you gone, all Ass about your butinels, 


Thee. Difzppeared, fled ! 2 odofid appears inthe pa- 
wilion}—Oh, how unlucky thi 
patience to wait a moment © __, 

Mer. I know not what to refolve on. 

Theo. Hem ! i? 

Mer. I'll go back to the garden-door. 

Theo. Mr. Mervin ! 

Mer. What.do I fee!—’Tis hhe,.’tis fhe herfelf !— 
Oh, Theodofia ! Shall I climb the wall and come 
up to you? : =i ven «! . 

Theo. No; {peak foftly,:, Sir Harry and my, Lacy fit 
below at the a of the walk—How mucham,l obligedto 
you for taking this tranble.. _ . . 

Mer. When their happinefs is at fake, what is it men 
will not attempt ?— Say, but you love me. 





s is !—Could he not have” 


Theo. What proof would you -have.me give you ?—I . 


know but of one: if you pleafe I am willing to 50 off 
with you. ; 


Mer. 


However, it is — 
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Mer. Are you Would to Heaven I had brought a 
, earriage! 
Theo. How did you come ve you not horfes ? 
Mer. No, there’s ether misfortune. —- To avoid 
fufpicion, there being but one little public-houfe in the 
village, I difpatched my fervant with them, about at 
hour ago, to wait for me at a town twelve miles diftant, 
whither 1 pretended to go; bat alighting a mile off, [ 
| equipt orks lf, and came back as yeu fee : neither can 
“ nearer than-this town, get a polt-chaife. 
rig You fay you have made a confidant of the mil- 
ter’ ni—return to your place of rendeavous : 
my father has been afked this moment, by Lord Aim- 
| eworth, who is in the garden, to take a walk with him 
down tothe mill: they will before dinners and it 
fall be hard if I cannot contrive to be one of the coms 


any. * 

And what then———— 
Theo.” Why, in the mean time, may deyife fome 
method to. carry me from, hence : deer Pu il take care you 
Siall have an unity bE comniunicating it to me, 


7 AT R. 


Theo, Hf, hifi! E bear my mother call — 
Pr’ythee be gone 5 
We'll meet anon : 
Catch this, and this ——— 
° Blow me a hifs, 
° In pledge preais'd truth, that's alls 
Farewell | and yet a moment flay, PS 
. Something befide f had to fay :—— 
Wab’ "tis forgat; 
No matter what 
Lowe praut us aces ; 
The ales the oh : 
© She cath again, anf arUIA,. 
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SCENE IX, 


Mervis, Fanny. 


Fan. Pleafe your honour,. you were fo-kind.as to fay 

u would remember my fellow-traveliers for their trou— 
ble: and they think I have gotten'the money. 

Mor. Oh,. here}; give. themy this-+[Gieer: her money.) 
And for you, my dear little pilot, youshave brought me’ 
fo cleverly through my bufinefs, that I mut———_ 

Fan. Oh, Lord !—your honour—[Meryin kiffes-ber | 
Pray don’i kifs me again: a 

Mer, Again, and again.———There’s a thought come 
into my head.—Theodofia will certainly. have no ob~» 
jection to putting on the-drefs:of a fitter. of mixe.—So, 
and foronly, we mayrefcape*to-night.—This girl, for & 
little money, will provide us with nece aries. — : 

Fan. Dear gracious } J warrant you; now, ‘I amas” 
red as.my petticoat :: why would you-royfter. and touzle 
one fo ?—~If Ralph was: to fee. you,. he’d be as jealous 
as the vengeance.. * 

Mer Hang Ralph! Nevermind him.—There’s.a gui- 
neu for thee.. 

Fan What, a golden guineag——— , 

Mer. Yes ; amd if thou art a good gitl, and-do at L 








defire thee, -thou-tiale have twenty. 

Fan. Ay, but not all gold. 

Mer. As good as that 1s. 

Fan. Shall I though; if I does as you bids me ? 

Mer, You hall. — 9 

Fan. Precious heart !\He’s a fweet gentleman !—Icoll 
Ihave a great mind ’ 

Mer. What-art thou thinking-about t 

Fan. Thinking, your honour ?—Ha; ‘ha, ha! 

Mer. Indeed, fo merry: —" iy 

Fan. I don’t know what I am thinking about, not a 
Ha, ha, ha!—Twenty guineas!) °°" 

Mer, 1 tell thee-thow thalt have'thent. ‘ 

fan. Ha, ha, ha, hajvha! ree ks , 

Mer, By Heaven tam ferious, - 

Fan. Ha, ba, ha'!—Why then I'll do whatever your 
houonr pleafes.: te 

, Mer) 








*  AcCOM PC: @ PER A” 
Mer. Stay here adittle, to fee that all keeps’ quiet = 
» you'll find me prefently at anill, ‘Where we'll tak 
farther. 


‘AI R. 


Yes, ?tis decreed, thou maid didine ! 
L muft, I will poffefe-thee : 
. Oh, what delight within my arms to prefs thee? 
Toki/s, and call thee mine! 
Let me this only blifs enjoy ; 
© That ne'er can wafle, that ne'er can cloy + 
All other pleafures I refign. 


o°  W hy Pooild we dally; 
le Stand foilli foally : 
| © Let fortune file or frown ? 
* Love avill atiend us ; 


° - Love will befriend us ; . 
And all our wifhes crown. . 
$C EB NvEs Xx. ° 


Fanny, Ratw.? a. 


Fan. What a dear kind foul he is——Here-comes 
| Ralph—! can tell him, unlefs he makes me his lawful 
wife; %s he has often faid he would, the devil a word 
more fhall he {peak to me, 

eRalph. So, Fan, where’s the gentleman ? 

ef an. How thould 1 know where he is; what do you 
ak me for?) 

Ralph. There’s ao-harm im patting a-civil queftion, 
be there ? Why, you look as crofs and ill-natured———-- 

Fan. Well, mayhap | do—and mayhap | have where- 
witht For ir. He ty 

Ralph. Why, has the gentleman offered any thing an- 
civil ? Rgod, I’d try a bont.as foon as Jook at him. 

_ fan, He offer—no—he’s a-gentleman every inch of 
him: but you are fenfible, Ralph, you have been. pro- 
mifing me, a great while, this, and that, apd Vother ; 
and, ven all comes to all, I don’t fee but you are like. 
the reibof them. Bbskse 
eS ’ \ Ralph, 


rf 
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Ralph. Why, what ig it Phave promifed ? 
_ Fan. To marry mein \the church) you have a hundred 


tunes. : 

Ralph, Well, and mayhap I will, if you'll have pa- 
tience, 

Fan. Patience, me no patience ; you may do it now 
if you pleafe. 

Ralph. Well, but fuppofe i don't pleafe 2? I tell you,, 
Fan, you're a fool, and want to quarrel with your bread 
and butter; I have had anger enow from feyther already 
upon your account, and you want me, to come by inpre. 
As I faid, if you have patience, mayhap things may fall 
out, and mayhap not. : 

Fan. With ull my heart, then); and now I know your” 
mind, you may go hang yourfelf. ' 

Ralph Ay, ay. ‘ 

Fan. Yes, you may—who cares for you? « _— 

Ralph, Well, and who cares for you, an you “go to 
thar ? : 

Fan. A menial feller—Go mind your mill and your 
‘drudgery ; I don’t think you worthy to wipe my ilioes 
—feller. , 

Ralph. Nay, but Fan, kcep,a civil tongue in your 
head : odds flefh! I would fain know what fly bites all 
of a fudden now. 

Fan. Marry come up, the beft gentlemen’s fons in 
the country have made me, proffers; and if ome ds a 
mifs, be a mifs to a gentleman, I fay, that will give one 
fine cloaths, and take one to fee the fhow, and put mg- 
ney inione’s pocket. ; a) 

Ralph. Wha, whu—(bits him a flap) What's that for ? 

Fan..What do you whittle for,, then ? Do you think 
Tamadogi. «, ‘ * 

Ralph. Never from me, Fan, if 1 have not a mind.to 

ive you, with this fwitch in my hand here, as'good a 
acia ‘ " 

Fa Touch me, if. you dare; coweh. me, and 7’ll 
fwear iny lifeugaing you. e peer e 

Ralph. A murrain! with her dama’d little fit as hard 
as fhe could draw. a 

Fen, Well, it’s good enough for you; I’m «hot ne- 
cefitated to take up with the impudence of fuch a 
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lived monkey as you are.———A gentleman’s my friend, 
aud I can have twenty guineay in my hand, all as good 
as this is. 

Ralph. Belike from this Londoner, eh? 

Fan. Yes, from him—fo you may take your promife 
of marriage ; I don’t value it that—(/pits) and if you 
{peak to me, I’ll flap your chops again. 


AlR. 


« Lord, fr, you feem mighty uneaf ; 
® bt the refufal io bear = % 
I warrant I fhall not run crazy, 
° Nor die in a fit of de/pair. 
If fo you fuppofe, you're miftaken ; 
7 For, fir, for to let you to know, 
* Jim not fuch a maiden forfaken, 
But I have tavo firings to my bow, 


SCENE. XI. 


RaLrue . 


Indeed! Now I'll be judg’d by any foul living in the 
world, if ever there was a viler piece of treachery than 
| this here ; there is no fuch a thing as a true friend upon 
| the face of the globe, and fo I have faid a hanidred 
| tim&! A couple of bafe deceitful—atier all my love 
and kindnefs thewn Well, D8 be revenged ; fee an i 
qbe’nt——Marfter Marvint, that’s his name, an he do 
| mot fham it: he has come here and difguifed unfelf; 
whereof ’tis contrary to law fo todo: befides, Ido partly 

. know why"he did it; and I'll fith out the whole conju- - 
ration, and go up to the caftle and tel? every fyllable; 
a fhan’t carry. awench from me, were he twenty times 
tif hon he is, and twenty times to that again; and 
moreover than fo, the firkt time I meet un, lL’)! knock un 
downg tho’f ’twas before my lord himfelf ; and he may 

cepias me for it afterwards an Ke wall. 


es. E AIR, 
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Al R. 


As they count me fuch a niniy, 
So to det them rule the roaft ; 
L'il bet any one a guinea 
They have feor'd without their hoft. 
But if I don't foew then in lieu of it, 
A trick that's fairly worth two of it, 
Then let me pa/s for a fool and an aft. 


To be fare yon fly cajoler 
Thought the work as good as dont, 
When be found the tittle froller 
Was fo eafy to be won. 
But if I don't fhow him in lieu of it, 
A trick that’s fairly worth tewo of itt ”_ 
Then let me pals for a fool or an aft. 


SCENE XIL 


Changes to.a room in the Mill; tevo Chairs, with a Table 
and a Tankard of Beer. 


Fare PIELD, Gites. 


Fairf. ¥n hhort, farmer, I don’t know what to fay to 
thee. I have fpoken to her all J can ; but I chink chil- 
dren were born to pull the grey hairs of their parents to 
the grave with forrow. ‘ 

Giles. Nay, matter Fairfield, don’t take on about it= 
belike Mifs Pat has another love ; and if fo, in Heaven’s 
naine be’t : what’s one man’s meat, as the faying isp * 
another man’s poifon ; and, tho’f fome might nod me 
well enough to their fancy, fet in cafe I don’t fuit her's, 
why there’s no harm done. 

Fairf. Well but, neighbour, I have put that to her ; 
and the ftory is, fhe has no inclination to nfarry any, 
one; all the defires, is, to ftay at home and. take care 
of me. 

Giles. Mafter Pairfield—here’s towards yoyr good 


health, 
i © :Gie. 
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Fairf Thank thee, friend Giles—and here's towards 


thine. —I promife thet, had things gone as we pro- 
pofed, thou fhoufd’ft have had¥one half of what I was 
worth, to the uctermoft farthing. 

Giles, Why to be fure, Mater Bairfeld, I am not the 
lefs obligated to your good-will; but, as to that matter, 
had I married, it fhould not have been for the lucre of 
gain ; but if L do like a girl, do you fee, 1 do like her ; 
ay, and I'll take her, faving refpe@, if fhe had nota 
trcond, petticoat. 

Fowf. Well faid——where love is, with a little in- 
cufry, what have a young couple to be afraid of ? And, 
by the ord Harry, for all that’s patt, I cannot help 
®rinking we shall bring our matters to bear ye-— Young 
women, ‘you know, friend Gilds 

‘Giles, Why, that’s what I have been thinking with 

emyfelf, Wafer Fairfield, 
if, Come, then, mend thy draught.—Duce take 
meifiletitdrop fo—But, in any cafe, don’t you go 
to make yourfelf unealy. : 

Giles, Unealy, Maiter Fairfield; what good would 
a do ?—For farten, ieciny how things were, I thould 

ave been very glad they had gone accordingly: but if 
they change, ’tis no fault of mine, you know, 


ALR. 





* Zooks? why fhould I fit down and grieve? 
No cafe ft hard, there mayn't be bad 


e Seme med’ cine to relieve. 


Here's what majfters all difafters : 
. Wuh a cup of nut-brown beer, 
Thus my drooping thoughts I chéer : 
o «dfone pretty dam/fel fail me, 
rom another I may find 
Return more kind =>. 
Hhat a murrain then foould ail me ! 
+All girls are not of a mind.” 


o He's a child that whimpers for a bay 5 
~ So bere’s to thee, honeft boy. 


bath E: SCENE 
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SCENE XIttl. 


Farrrienn, Lorp Atmworrs. 


Fairf. O the goodnefs, his lordthip’s honour—you 
are come into a licter'd place, my noble fir—the arm- 
chair--—— will it pleafe your honour to repofe you on 
this, ull a better . 

L. Aim, Thank you, miller, there’s no occafion for 
either, {only want to fpeak a few words to you, 
and have company waiting for me without. 

Faief. Without won’t tacir honours favour my 
poor hovel {0 far ’ 
L. dim. No, miller, let them May where they are.—I 
find you are about marrying your daughter—I know the 
freut regard my mother had for her; and am fatisfied, 
that nothing bur her fudden death could have preventet”’ 

her leaving her a handfome provifion. 

Fairf. Gear, my lord, your noble mother, you, and 
all you family, nave heaped favours on favours on my 

r child, 
Fee Aim, Whatever has been done for her fhe has fully 
merited 

Fairf, Why, to be fure, my lord, the is a very good 

irl. 
. L. Aim. Poor old man—but thofe are tears of fatis- 
factian. Here, Matter Fairfield, to bring matters 
to a fhort conclufion, here is a bill ofa thoufanc pounds, 
—— Portion your daughter with what you think cory 
venient of it. sd 

Fairf. A thoufand pound, my lord! Pray exeufe me ; 
excafe me, worthy fir; too mach has been done already, 
and we have no pretenfions 

L. Aim. Linfilt upon your taking it. 
and fay no more. 

Fairf. Well, my lord, if it muft be fo: but indeed, 
indeed “ 

L Aim, In this Tonly fulfil what I am fatisfied woyld 
pleafe my mother. As to myfelf, I fhall take upon me 
all the expences of Patty’s wedding, and have’ already 
given orders sbour it, aK 

2 aitf. 























Put it up, 
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Fairf. Alas, fir, you are too good, too generous ; 
but I fear we thal not be able,to profit of your kind in- 
tentions, unlefs you will condffcend to {peak a little to 
Patty. 

L. Aim. How {peak ! 

Fairf. Why, my lord, I thought we had pretty well 

| ordered all things concerning this marriage ; but all on 

a fudden the girl has taken it into her head not to have 

* the farmer, and declares fhe will never marry at alv—— 

But I know, my lord, the’ll pay great refpe&t to any 

thing you fay ; and if you'll but lay your commands on 
her to marry him, I’m fure fhe’ll do it. 

L. dim. Who, I lay my commands on her ? 

e Fairf. Yes, pray, my lord, do; I'll fend her: in to 
ou, + 
sat L. Aim. Mafter Fairheld! [Fairfeld goes out and 
“ returns.) —What can be the meaning of this ?---Re- 
» ~ fuse fo marry the farmer !---How, why ?---My heart 
** is thrown in an agitation ; while every ftep I take, 
** ferves but to Jead me into new perplexitits. 
« Fairf, She’s pace my ‘lord; I faid you were 
here ;” and I humbly beg you will tell her, you infit 
*upor the match foing orward ; tell her, infift upon 
_ it, my lord, and {peak a little angrily to her. 


SCENE XIV. 
Lord AimwortTa, Party. 


| © LZ. Aim. 1 came hither, Patty, in confequence of our: 
converfation this morning, to render your change of 
ftate as agreeuble and happy as I could: but your fie 
* ther tells me, you have fallen out with the farfer ; 
has any thing happened, fince I faw you lat, to alter 
yeur good opinion of him? 
Patty. No, my ford, Iam in the fame opinion with 
acgard to the farmer now asl always was. 
L. dim. I thought, Patty, you-loved him, you told 
5 an ; * 
Patty. My lord!, 
Lt dim, Well, no matter—It feems 1 have been mif- 
takgn in that particular——Poilibly your agiedtions are 
E cagaged 
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engaged elfewhere: let me but know the man that can 
make you happy, and I [wear 

Patty. Indeed, my lora, you cake too much trouble 
upon my account, 

L. Aim, Perhaps, Patty, you love fomcbody fo much 
beneath you, you are afhamed to own it; but your 
efteem confers a value wherefoever it is placed. I was 
too harfh with you this morning: our inclinations are 
not in our own power; they mafter the wileft of us. 

Patty. Pray, pray my lord, taik not to me in this 
file; confider me as one deftined by birth and fortune 
to the meanelt condition and offices; who has unhappily 
been apt to imbibe fentiments contrary to them! Let me 
conquer a heart, where pride and vanity have ufurped ’ 
an improper rule; and learn to know myfelf, of whom 
T Rave been too long ignorant, 

LZ, Aim. Perhaps, Patty, you love fome one./o much . 
above you, you are afraid to own it If fo, be his 
rank what it will, he isto be envied: for the love of a 
woman of virtue, beayty, and fentiment, docs honour 
to a monarch. What means that downcaft look, 
thofe tears, thofe blufhes? Dare you not confide in me?, 
—Do you think, Patty, you have a friend in the world 
would fympathize with you more fincerely than I? 

Patty. What thall [ anfwer!—No, my lord, you have 
ever treated me with a kindnefs, a generofity of which 
none but minds like yours are capable: you have been 
my inftrudtor, my advifer, my protector: but, my bord, 
you have been too good: when our fuperiors forget the 
diftance between us, we are fometimes led to forget {f 
too: had you Lezn lefs condefcending, perhaps 1 had 

~ been happier. 
L. dim. And have I, Patty, have I made you un-' 
~ happy: I, who' would facrifice my own felicity, to cure 
your's? ' 

Patty I beg, my lord, yee will fuffer me to be gone: 
only believe me fenfible of all your favours, thopgh un- 
worthy of the fmallef. 

L. dim. How wowcrthy!—You «merit every thing 3 
my refpect, my elteem, my friendfhip, and my love !— 

» Yes, Irepeat, [ avow it: your beauty, your m , 
your wuderitanding, has made a conquelt of my: bea . 
ut 
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— But what a world do we live in! that, while I own 
this; while I own a fiaflion fyr you, founded on the 
jultet, the nobleft bafis, I mOft at the fame time con- 
fefs, the fear of that world, its taunts, its reproaches— 

Patty, Ah, fir, think better of the creature you have 
raifed, than to fuppofe I ever entertained a hope tend- 
ing to your difhonour: would that be a return for the 
favours I have received ? Would that be a grateful re- 

" verence for the memory of her Pity and pardon 
the difturbance of a mind that fears to enquire too mi- 
nutely into its own fenfations. I am unfortunate, 
my lord, but not criminal. 

L. Aim. Patty, we are both unfortunate: for my own 

* part, I know not what to fay to you, or what to propofe 
jo myfelf. 

Pat. Then, my lord, ’tis mine to aét as I ought: 

» yet, whife Fam honoured with a place in your efteem, 
upagine me not infenfible of fo high a diltinétion; ar 
capable of lightly turning my thought towards anothes, 

L Aim. How cruel is my fituation!——I am here, 
Patty, to command you to marry the man who has given 
you fo much uneafinefs, . 

Par. My lord, Iam convinced it is for your credit 
and my fafety, it fhould be fo: 1 hope I have not fo 
ill profited by the leffons of your noble mother, bur I 
‘hall be able to do my duty, wherever I am called to it: 
this @ill be my fir fupport; time and reflection will 
complete the work, 








4 AIR. 


P Ceafe, ob ceafe, to overwhelm me, 
With excefs os bounty rare; . 
What am 1? What bave I? Tell me, ' 
a" To deferve your meaneft care? 
"Gainf our fate in-vain's refsflance, 
Let me then no grief difclofe; 
But refign'd at humble diflance, 
Offer wows for your repofe. 


oé: SCENE 
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\ 


EZord AimworTh, Patty, Sir Harry Sycamore, 
: ‘Tueoposia, GiLes. 


Sir Har. No juftice of peace, no bailiffs, no head-bo- 
rough ! 

. fim. What's the matter, Sir Harry ? 

Sir Har. The matter, my lord—While I was exa-' 
mining the conftruction of the mi!l without, for I have 
fome {mall notion of mechanics, Mifs Sycamore had like 
to have been run away with by a gipfey man. 

Theo. Dear papa, how can you talk fo? Did not J tell 
you itwas at my own defire the poor fellow went to shew” 
me the canal. : 

Sir Har. Hold your tongue, mifs. I don’t know any 
bufinefs you had to Iet him come near you ay, all: we 
have ftayed fo long too ; your mama gave us but half an 
hour, and she'll be frightened out of her wits—fhe’ll 
think fome accident has happened to me. 

L. Aim. Vil wait upon you when you pleafe. 

Sir Har. QO! but my lord, here’s a poor fellow ; it 
feems his miftrefs has conceived fome difguft againft him’: 
pray has her father ipoke to you to interpofe your autho- 
rity in his behaif? 

Giles. If his lordthip’s honour would be fo kind, ! 
would acknowledge the favour as far as in me layy, 

Sir Har. Let me fpeak—(Takes Lord dimworth a/ide]} 
a word or two in your lordthip’s ear. 

Theo. Well, I do like this gipfey {cheme prodigioufl?, 
if we can but put it into execution as happily as we 
have contrived it—[bere Patty exters] So, my dear Patty, 
you fee ] am come to return your vilit very foon ; bur 
this is only a call ex pafant—will you be at home after 
dinner? . 

Patty. Certainly, madam, whenever you condefcend 
to honour me {fo far: but it is whatd cannot expect. 

Theo. O fye, why not 

Giles. Your fervant, Mifs Patty. 

Patty, Farmer, your fervant. 

Sir Har. Here, you goodman delver, I have don 
your bafinefs; my lord ‘hss {poke, ard your go 
" "made 
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made: a thoufand pounds at prefent, and better things 
to come ; his lordthip fays he will be your friend. 
Giles. Ydo hope, then, Mifs Pat, will make all up. 
Sir Har. Mifs Pat, make up; ftand out of the way, 
i'l] make it up. 


The quarrels of lowers, adds me ! they're a jes 


‘ Come hither, ye blockhead, come hither : 


So now let us leave them together. 
L. Aim. “Farewell, then ! 














Pawy, For ever ! 

Giles. T vow and proteff, 
’"Tavas kind of bis honour, 
To gain thus upon her ; 

: We're fo much beholden it can't be exprefe. 

Theo, J feel fomething bere, 
’"Towixt hoping and fear : 

® * Hafte, hafte, friendly night, 

To fbelter aur flight — . 

L, Aim 


Patty, ‘ Ya thoufand diftracious arent nding my 


Patty. Of mercy, 
Giles, —  —O3 dear I 
Sir Har. Why mifi,.will you mind when you're [poke to,or nor? 
Muft I fand in waiting, 
@ While you're hore a prating ? 
L, Aim. 


"Theo. | May ev'ry felicity fall to your lot. 
Giles, She curtfies !—-Look there, 


What a foape, what an air !— 
All. How happy ! how wretched! bow tir’d am I? 
Your lordjbip’s obedient ; your fervant 5 good bye. 


. ACT 


: } 
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ACT IL \SCZNE I. 
The Portico to Lonp Aimwortn’s Heou/e. 


Enter Loxy Aimwortu, S:n Harny, Lavy Srca- 
MORE. 


La. Syc. A Wretch! a vile, inconfiderate wretch! com- 
ing of fuch a race as mine; and liaving an 
example like me before her ! a 

L. dim. \ beg, madam, you will not difquiet your. 
felf; you are told here, that 4 gentleman lately arrived 
from London has been about the place to-day; that he “ 
has dilpuifed himefelf like a pipfey, came hither, and had 
fome converfation with your daughter; you are even 
told, that there isa defign firmed for their going off . 
cagethany butpofiibly: there may be fome miftake in gll 

18. 

Sir Har. Ay, but, my lord, the lad tel!s us the gen- 
tleman’s name: we have {een the gipfies; and we know 
fhe has had-a hankering ——— : 

La. Sye. Sir Harry, mydear, why will you put in 
your word, whea you hear others fpeaking—lI proteft, 
my lord, I’m in fuch confufion, I know not what to fay : 
I can hardly fupport myfelf,_———— 

L. dim. This gentleman, it feems, is at a litth: inn 
at the bottom of the hill, 

Sir Har. I with it was poflible to have a file of muf- 
neteers, my Jord; I pout head them myfelf, being if 
militia : and we would go and feize him diredtly. 

L. dim. Softly, my dear fir; let us proceed with a 
Jitde lefs violence in this matter, I befeech you. We* 
fhould firft {ee the young lady———-Where is Mifs Syca- 

more, madam ? ‘ 

La. Syc. Really, my lord, I don’t know; I faw her 
go into the garden about a quarter of an hour agg, from 
our chamber window, 

Sir Har. Into the garden! perhaps fhe has got an 
inkling of our being informed of this affair, and is goue « 
to throw herfelf into the pond. Defpair, my lord, thakes 
girls do terrible things. ’Twas but the ha ap ig 

ore 
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, fore we left London, ‘that I faw, taken out of Rofa- 
mond’s pond, in Saint James’$ Park, as likely a young 
woman as ever you would delire to fet your eyes on, in 
a new callimancoe petticoat, and a pair of filver buckles 
in her thoes. 

L. Aim. hope there is no danger of any fuch fatal 
accident happening at prefeat; but you will oblige me, 
Sir Harry ? 

Sir Har- Sirely, my lord——$— 

L. Aim, Will you commit the whole dire@ion of this 
affiir to my pruderce ? 

Sir Har, ay dear, you hear what his lordfhip fays. 

La. Sye Indeed, my lord, 1am fo much atham’d, I 

don't know what to anfwer ; the fault of my daughter— 
* L. Aim. Don't mention it, madam ; the fault has been 
mine, who have been innocently the occafion of a young. 
lady’s tranfgrefling a point of duty apd decorum,'which, 
otherwite, the would never have violated. Y But if you, 
and Sir Harry, will walk in and repofe yourfelves, | hope 
to fettle every thing to the general fatisfacticn. 
La. Sye. Comein, Sir Harry. [ Exit. 
L. Aim. 1am fure, my good friend, had I known that 
I was doing a violence to Mifs Sycamore’s inclinations, 
in the happinels I propofed to myfelf-————— 

Sir Har. My Jord, ‘tis all a cale——My grandfather, 
by tge mother’s fide,” was a very fenfible man---he was 
elected knight of the thire in five fucceflive parliaments ; 
and died high theriff of his county---a man of fine parts, 
@ne talents, and one of the moft curiofeft docker of hories 
fn all England (but that he did only now and then for 


his amufement) nd b ed to my lord . 
vere poodstoruothipg Dutstobcuucetoriny 
breed difturbance. 
~ Aim, The ladies were very little obliged to your 
anceftor, Sir Harry: bet for my part, I have a more 
favourable opinion 
Sir Mar. You are in the wrong, my lord: with fub- 
tmiffion, you are really in the wrong: ” *** 
» 


° 
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AIR. 
To fpeak my mind, of woman kind, 


Tn one word "tis this ; 
By nature they're defign'd, 

To Jay and do amifs. 
Be they maids, be they wives, , 
Alike they plague our leves: R 
Manton, peadjirong, cunning, vain 
Born to cheat, and give men pain, 


Their fiudy day and night, ' 

Li mifchief, their delight : 

And if we fhould prevent, ' 

At one door their intent ; 

They quickly turn about, = 
» And find another out. a 


SCENE IL 
« Lord Armwort a,” Exter Farnrierp, ** Raupx.” 


** Ralph. Dear goodnefs, my lord, I doybts I have 
*© done fome era here ; I hope you: honour will for- 
‘© pive me; to be fartin, if I had known ; 

“ L. dim. You have done nothing but whdl’s very 
** right, my lad ; don’t make yourfelt uneafy,”—How 
now, matter Fairfield, what brings you here ? e 

fairf. 1 am come, my lord, to thank you for your 
bounty to me and my daughter this morning, and mott 

Kecceee re rete ete iso 

L. dim. Ay—why, what’s the matter? 

Fairf. 1 don’t know, my lord; it feems your’ gene- 
rofity to my poor girl has been noifed about the neigh- 
bourhood ; and fome evil -minded people have put it into 
the voung man’s head, that was to marry her, that you 
Fer netgt have made hero prefent £6 much sbows her 
jeferts and expectations, if it had not forte 
naughty account : ROW, my Tora? ah & ROU ans 
truc, and a mean one; but] and my father, tind my 

father’s 





* 


* eftate, where we have al 
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father’s father, have ania grins lordthip's 


er, became rich in iis old days by the. wages of his 
ild’s fhame. 


~ en ; and it hall never be faid, that’ Fairfield, the 
yl 


L. dim. What then, Matter Fairfield, -do you bes 
lieve 


Fairf. PY) my lord, no, Heaven forbid: but when 





‘y confider thd fum, it is too much for us; ‘it is indeed, 
‘© myloeds” and enough to make bad folks talk : be- 
fides, my poor girl is greatly alter’d; fhe us’d to be the 
life of every place fhe came into ; but fince her being at. 


home, [ have feen nothing from her but fadnefs and 


* watry eyes. 


e 
Q.5 nab je ats ty 
Re whine aay OA 


. L. Aim. The farmer then refufes to marry Patty, hot- 
withRanding their late reconciliation. 


i] 
4 
a 


a 


: 


for honeft _ 


Fairf.eYes, my lord, he does indeed ; and h 
a wicked noife, and ufed us in a very ba a ae! 
did not think farmer Giles would have beeiMo ready to 


” 


believe fuch a thing of us. 


L. Aim. Well, Mofter, Fairfield, Twall tot pfefs_om » 


you a donation, the rejection of which does ydu fo much 


credit; you may take my word, however, that your 
fears upon this occafion.are entirely groundlefs : but this 
is,mot enough, as I have been the means of Jofing your 
daughter one hafband, it is but jult I hhould get her ano~ 
ther @and, fince st farmer is {9 {crupulous, there ista 


young: man wi*the houfe here, whom I have fome in<| 
| fluence over, and I dare fay he will be lefs fqueamith. 


* Feirf. To be fare, my lord, you have, invall honeft , 
ways, a right to difpofe of me and mine, as you think 
roper. 
L. dim. Go then immediately, and bring 
hither;I thall not be eafy till I have given you entire 


fatisfattion, But, fay and take a letter, which I am , 


ftepping into my ftudy to write: I'll order a chaife to 


be get el : thatiyou may go back and- forward with 
. ay | 


; 
7 





TR 
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k F ‘a Sen 7 i 
Be ata Y=» Sree ant gee ance 
oe f ' Vy. eats 
» _ Let sme fly —— hence tyrant fafbion, er oy 
z Teach te fervile minds your law 5 : 
‘ _ Curb in them each gen’ rous paffion, 
Ev'ry motion keep in.awe, : 


Shall I, in thy trammels goitg, 
Quit the idl of my beart 1 
ist 


wh ‘le it beats, all fervent; glowi 


With my life I'M Jooner Pm. 
SCENE TL 
Fanny following Rareu, = 
= . What do you want with re eh wie * 
te ~ Fa , L never knowed fuch a man as "You ace, 


fince I com& into the world ; a body can’t hay to you, 
but you falls ftraitways into a pafow : I followed 

up from the howfe, only you run fo, there was no i 
a thing as overtuking you, and I have been weiting there 
at the buck door ever fo long. — 


Ralph, Well, and tw you ma pte 
fore door, if you like its pe Peseta J 
ang not to keep lurking about «yr mill any” rs 
[. = if you do, I'll fend the conkable-nfir you, wnt “afitt have 
~~ you every mother’s fkin clipt into the county gaol » you 
hg are fuch + pack of thieves, one can’t hang do much asa 


' 

, 

p 

b, . Fanny. Ralph, Ralph! 
} 


wag to dry for you's: it was but the otherday that 2 cou- 
e of themcauic into ovr kitchen tobee «a handful of 
dirty flour to meke them cakes, and before the wench 
scould torn abort, they had whipped of Seve brefs can- 
~dlefticks, anda por-lid, ae ie Fail 
Fanny, Weil, Mre it was notl.™ » 
© Ralph. Then yo: know thacold rafal that 
— Aathe! the tl Gine I cotch’d him Lavin 
Miares, 1 told him I'd inform the pete r, an 
expole all raP tly 2+ a ets 
se Fanny, Ah, dear Rulph, ‘don’t be any y with me. ® 
9 alps. fener Sn —what do You 


peome nith me for ?-~You shan’t 





















_ thine of my coat, ina 16 nies a sere - . 
iy lord’s ‘baila is here met call” ie v7 
give you to‘him,- 
/ = lf yar forgive me, a go down on’ my 
nees 


Ralph. 1 tell you bwor’t.—No, no, follow your gen- — 


~ tleman; or go live upon your old Line, crows and pole- 3 
cats, and fhéyp that Vie of the rot ; pick the dead fowl 
the dung-fills, and fquench your thirit at the next _ 


e fitteft liquor to wath down. fuch dainties— 
fkulking about from barn to barn, and lying opow wet 
firaw, 0p commons, atid in green ear and be whipt- j 
_frout parif to , 28 you vfed tobe te es 

Fanny. How can you talk fo unkind ? a. 
. Ralph. Andfee whether you will get 1 eo . 
you as I see by telling et sorenntes; and con 







eS 





might eis you, iweet. mailtr 0 
tell (es foon it may be your own cafe. ” You knowl 
am,acquainted with all your tricks-—-and how you turn 


the white’s of your eyes, pretending you were truck ‘y 

Hien ‘by thunder aid lightning, ; 
Fanny, Pray don’t beangry , Ralph, -y 
Ralp), “Yes but I will the tho” 5 fpread your cobwebs to 
cateh ilies, I am an old wafp, ‘andl eaten t value them . oy 
buttom F p= 4 
+ ATR. 3 <% 

“* When jou meet a tender creature, : as 
Neat in limb, and fair in feature, z Py 

- Full of Biedns fs and good nature, | . , x ty 


3 


Prove abl agatn to fc: 
spy mortal ! to poffe/s 

“i ik bofom, ‘warm, Sy bs ber, 

PS night, cary) her, 





Front you meet that's Foalaahl, 
Ye Sauey, jilting, and ade | 
re c Shoal jou at the : ¢ Bieta 
ate spite a aa 

be ee : 


eee cee | 








-, se ~~ a ny 
"tough enough to firs 
Then agog, voben-once you ce 
ry tay and wewer pct Tes 
« — Heart alive, you're fair quite a, 
SCENE. Wa; ee ES 
at: 


Fanny. 
sn 


“ Twith Thad 2 draught of water. 

#* what’s come over me ; I have no more. ; 
“" a babe; a ftraw would fling me down. — RS 
heart 2s hard as any parifh ofhcer; 1 don't bee 
but he would ftandsby and fee me d whine 
we fhall all be whipt, and all through my, 


The devil run away with the ener faa his twenty 
guimeas too, for leading me altray eat known 


ould have taken ito, I rs 
Be ne have faid a wonecbel I Spt 
_ had no mos gall than a pigeon, 


AIR ¥ 


% 
O!- what a fimpleton war f, yy ites 
To make.my bed at fuch a rates fi Want Rie 


Now lay thee down, vain fool, and ey," mt 
Thy true love feeks another maté, ~~ Ss 















‘ o 
No tears, alack, Non. “+ @ | 
: - Will call bim back, | 
P No tender eH his heart tiea a 
2 I could bite 3 
. My tongue, thro’ /pite— ] 


Some plague bewitch'd me, that's for furt. 
“SCENE VY, 
Changes toa Room in the Miller's Houfe. q 


Enter Gives, followed by. meee pis i 
“ A I ice ii e 


; * Giles” Women’s 1 
&, © And fr they learn. 
i ” Of for ro ang > 











ae ys esr es 


Giles. Why, whit the plague’s:the mateer with | aes ae 
What de fouksiler me for? ¥. am fure did not fay 
4 ncivil word, as Ido know of: Pll be judged by the 
{ young lady-if T did. 

Patty. ’Tis' wery well, farmer; all I defire is, that _ 
you will leave the houfe: you fee my father is.not at’ 
home at prefent ; when he is, if you have any thing ‘to 
fay, you bes w where to come. 2 

Giles, h faid, 1 don’t want to ftay in the hou 
Nerd on’t much care if I had never come i fs) 

 Thets For fhame, farmer, down on your ae &-Z 4 

« beg Mifs Fairfeld’s, pardon for the outrage you have 
been guilty of. 
. Giks. Beg pardon, mifs, for what ?-cod that’s vel . 
enough; why Lam my own matter, be’nt 1?—Ifd have | : 
@ nd minded marry, there's no harm in thar, I hee m3 | 
only miangiog hands. —-This morning Scr d - "| 
have me; and now I won’t have fhe. © ‘“s ; 

Putty. Have you !—Heav’ns and earth ! do you chit vs 
then ’tis the miffing of you that gives me concern 7—= ~ 
No! Iwould prefer a ftate of beggary a thoafand times. © 
beyond any tng I could enjoy with you: and be af~ | 
fered, if ever I was feemingly confentingto fuch a fa- 
crifice, novhi thould have compelled me to it, but. the ad 
baa of my fituatjos. 4 

O, -as for that, I believes yous bot you fee = 
- udgs gor would not bite as Ivteld yon a: bit 
Gere swe farmers never faves reap what we done 4 


Patty, You brutish fellow, Wowie: you a ‘ 
Giles. So, now the’sin-her tantrums aga and all-for | 
no manner of yearthly y thing. dj ‘ : ' 
Patty. ‘But be affured my Jord wil ‘Se el 
for® i ho make 3 with his name. ra iy a 
Giles, 
lord ? T 






—s i 


aS = sed i 













’ “money 1 belie! is as 
no  Boes there, I think there 
- ~ Patty. Was ever unfortunate creature _pusfaed 
- te by diftreffes and vexations ! . | 
SF hep, My dear Patty—See, farmer," You have thrown 
“her into tears—Pray be comforted. 
(- 






ALR. SSS EY 
Wir Oh leave me, in pity! Te and fave ; 
} For flander the bofom untainted defies 4 . 
But rudene/s and infult are not to be borne, - 


Tho’ offer'd by wretches we've fenfe to oe lefpife. 


Of woman defencele fh, bow cruel the fate! 
Pajs ever fo cuuticus, fo blameie/s ber way, © 


ature, and envy, lurk always in wait, © » 
‘ , innocence falls to their PP, a prey. 


: SCENE VI. | i 1 
: 7 > 
a "Mervin, THEODOSIA. ¥ ath $ 


. Theo, You are a pretty gentleman, are aot you, ra 
fuffer a lady to be at arendezvous before you ? 


f Mer. Difficulties, my dear, an angers—None of 





the company had two fuits of apparciy, fo 
to purchafe a rag of one, and a tatter from énothiar, “ 
ifs the expence of ten times’ the {um they would at. 
(‘the paper-mill. - ‘ 
j ’eo, Well, where are they ? 
Mer. Here, in this bundle———-and tho’ I fay it, 
| avery decent habiliment, if you have art enough to tick 
~ ‘the parts together : I’ve been wea the coalt yas 
clear, to bring them to. you, ~~ ey 
Tbeo-\ Let me fee-—I'll fi 
-myfelf —— All here is in f I 
©, notice be taken. iN Z. 
© fier. Do fo; T'll take care npbody” thali: ttereap 
you in th® progrefs of your sictactes pions (foe 
and if you are not tedious, we in of} 
+ being fee by any one, ts Se 






ee ee 


a 


. 
oo P< 





. Well, pray make hafte; and don’t ional 
yourfelf at Bed toilette now, where mode prefcribes 
two hours, for'what reafen would fcarce allow three mi?” 


ae = 


eeney 5 3 and j’ll affure you avery good ituff, only a little 
“fof the mending, © 

Ne Imagine it embroidery, and confider it is yond 4 
<a Pr fuit, ——Come, how far are you got ? 4 
Stay, you don’t confider there’s fome contriv- © ; 
*a see GALE ere goes the apron, flounced and 
pe sani with ‘awitnefs—Alas! alas! it wa ; 
fritiges what thall I do?" anes no-matter, a pe 

e of pins wall ferve——And now the cap—oh, 
here’s a.hole in the crown of it large enough’ 3 


ys ani) pace nee ‘the outward i arment is on al- c 
u 





my head through. : 
Mem ‘That ede 7h, Sg gosr-feaw bat or, a 
you thould not —— Wha mare Yes, 
Theo. ely one minute more 4 on the work's 
accomplith’d 29 
year “= 
ior dy A IR. 


YP by ged Uc, awho'll buy, avho'll buy 


* The gipfiy's favours ?—— pre-am 1! 
5 ugh the village, through the town, 
. wie charmin. Sjaa" "ar ave'll earn! 
Clian firaw foall be our beds of down, at he 
; And our withdrawing-room a barn. ae 
Young and old, and grave, and fay," 
é eo eer hr prodigals 4 











SCENE: Fite yy 


Mervin, Tueoposia, Bacher Gnas, | 4 


Kd abr. Plague, here's fomebody comin, 
og Fairf. mf the pait, farmer, "tis Fe; Zz cis no ” 
+> pialice for any thing thou hail faid, 


| Giles. Why, Maiter Fairfield, yee do lefow I ta 
at regard fer Mifs Patty ; but when I 
ae all in all, 1 finds as how it is not adv *e 


os change my c ondition yer awhile, 
Fairf. Friend Giles, thou art in the ioe S aaviage 
is a ferious point, and can’t be conf the right warily. — 0 
» Ha, who have we here !—Shall T never kp my honfe 
lear of thefe vermin ?—— Look to the gooils there, and 
me a hor!e-whip—by the lord Harry, PMmake an | 
—Come here, Lady Light ‘ingers, etm me fee 


_ wher t Rolen. 
© Mer. Hofd, miller, hold ! 
Fairf. O gracious goodnefs | fare 1 know this face— 
















Mifk——yun Mada am Sycamore= —Mercy heart, 
» here" sa difguife oy $e, 
Thio. Difce vera | 1 <n 
Mer. Miller, let me {peak to yon, : pat 
Theo. What ill fortune is this ! f 
Giles. I fortuce Mites Lothinke theye ve 
! a but crofies and misfortunessof 
~~ other 





Fairf. Money to me, fr! not for the world's you} 
want nofriends but what you-have already—Lack-a-day, 


be lack-a-day—fee how luckily I came in: I believe you 
: are the gentleman to whom I am charged to give this. . 
e! 
° 
4 






on the part of thy Lord Aimwor Biefs, you, dear 
fir, go up to his honour, with my, young: on AB A 
isa cnaife waiting at the door to y YOu=———1 and 


my — will take sits a, 








Seon n eaataghs via 2 oa : 
we Mg gre apie 
}. : Mexvin,: Taxovosra, Chins an 


Mer Pr’ ythee read this letter, “* and tell me what!” 
“you think of it.” 
Theo. Heavens; *tis a letter from lord Aimvorth 1 


—— We are petray’d. 
Ne. }-what means I know not, 
am fo frighted and flurried, that I have- 
fcatce ftrength cating to. read it, 


“SIR,” - e 
“© Tt is with the’ greateft concern I find, that I haye “lf 
* been unhappily the occafion of giving fome'uneafinels. 4 
‘© ta you.and Mifs Sycamore : be aflur’d, had 1 been 4 
“* appri#d of your rior pretenfions, and thes a} 
«* lady's difpofition in your favour, I fhould have oy 
“« the laft perfon to interrupt your felicity. oF begs te 
“ you will do me the favour to come up to my oufe, oe 
‘ where I have already'fo far fettled matters, as to be = 
#* able to affure you, that every thing will po entirely 29 
*€ to your fatisfaction.” iL. 


“Mer. Well! what do you think of it !——Shali we ts 
go to the caltle ? 
«Mer. Well! 
Theo, Well! 
oe: “What do you think of it? 
** Theo. Nay, what do you think of it? 
“* Mer. Egad, I can’t very well tell However, on 
* the whole, I believe it would be wrong of us to pros 
** ceed any further in our defign of ser i away, eveh 
** if the thing was practicable. 
m2 Theo. I am entirely of your opinion. ‘T fwear this , 
‘ Lord Aimworth is a charming man: I quan *eig Ll: 


e te for } had not been long enough ac 
.- wat tg out = his good panies. a how 























*© the ¢ he to hear 
o Tad matter ; after this, there can be nothing’ 4 
‘ $0) idea, What do you fay, thalf we go up’ 
Cai re, 


The 1 
; ts = ets at i oe ; 





bagk ts y's 
“g@ THE MAID on TER is 
. yallmeans : and in this very trim 5-toghew 
- what we were capabje of doing, ° y father, and m0-/" ' 
ther had not conje to reafon.————--=*_ Burt, perhap A 
* the difficulties being removed, may leflen your pen- “\ 
« chant: you men are Such’ unaccountable mestalss— 
+ © Po you love me well enough to marry me, without 
dy making a frolic of it? j 
* Mer. Do I love you! 
© Theo. Ay, and ta what degree ? 
** Mer. Why do you afk me? 





_ “a9. 








/ a 
Sis cy 
oA I Ry 2 . 
Who upon the oaxy beech, . 
Can count the namirous fands that lie 5 
* Or difindly reckon tach 


vaufparint orb shat fads the fly P ‘ 


“ 7 . 
it, oe their multitude Betrayy = | $ 
ioe * And frufprate all assempts £0 tell 


“* So'tis impofible to fay ne 
oft Hew nab pe Tlovefowell!” 


=~; 


But hark you, Mervin, will you take after my father, 

and be avery hufband now ?—Or don’t you think | thal 

tile after my mother, and be a commanding wife! \ 
Mer. Oh, V'll trufl you, 6 
Téeo. But you may pay for your confidence, (Berea. 


AS 


SLE 


SCENE Ix, 










a 

he Gites, 

J So, there goes a couple! Icod, T believe Old Nick © 
Re has got among the people in thefe parts This is as 
. queer u thing as ever I heard of, Matter Pairfeid, 
os 

ld 


has promifed to get her a hui meth 
Now fet in cafe the wind fets in that come 
thinking with may felt who the plague’ it, Ga 
are no unmarried men in the family, thar] dol 
©) excepting little Bob, the pottillion, and mafter 


and Mifs Patty, it feems, are gone to the caftle too; 
~ where, by what I larns fom Wag inj the mi Sah 






SS aS a a a ee 
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‘hytler 5 -and-he’s.a matter of a tha feventy years - 
Pll pe thor if it beant little Bob. ——— Ieod, I'l 
e the way'to-the caftle, as well as the reft; ford 

fain {ee how the nail dodrive. It is well I had wit 
enough to difcern things, and a friend to advife Withys | 
or elfe the would have fallen to my lot. ———Bat] have” 
got a furfeit of going a courting, and burn me es : 
won't live eet cod for, when all comes to all, 

e nothing b eg blood and quarrels among’ folk wher 

ty anerarried. 


. AIR. 2 


Then hey for a frolickfome life! 
Pi ranble where pleajures-are rife: 
Strike up with the free-hearted laffes 3 
And never think more of a wife. 
© Plague omit, men aré but affes, cis he 
*@r 


* Yo run after noife and frife. P 


Had «we been together buckl’d; ‘ 
"Twould Lave prov'd a fine affair : 

Dogs would hawe bark'd at the cuckohi ; j 
And boys, pointing, ery’d——Look there. 


SCENE X. 


Changts to a grapd Apartment in Lory ArmworTu’s 
Houfe, optning to a View of the Garden 





jer hiMwoRT EH, Fairrictp, Parry, Rap. 
* 1. Aim. "Thas, Matter Fairfeld, I hope I haye fally 
fatisfied you with regard to the falfity of the imputation 
thrown upon your daughter and me 
“Fairf. My lord, I am very well content; pray do not 
give yourfelf the trouble of faying any more. ‘. 
alph. No, my lord, you need not fay any more. 
Fairf- Hold your tongue, firrah. 
‘L, Ate. Yam igry, Patty, you have had this morti-. 
fication, . >) 
“i am forry,. my lord, you have heen troubled 
abour fy but really it was againft my confent? 
Fattf. Well, come children, we will not take up his ” 
hotiogr's gime any longer ; let us be goirtg towards home” 
oF mee | ‘Heav'n | 





me 6a- 


a 


6 THE MAID OF THE ’MILt. | 


‘* 
—Heav’n profper your lordthip 3 the pray'rs ‘of ime 
- and my family Cathddwnys seed yo y oe — 

1. Aim. Miller, come back——Patty, ftay-—" + 

Fairf. Has your lordthip any thing further to com- 
mand us? . ; 

L. Aim, Why yes, Matter Fairfield, [havea word or 
two {till to fay to you In hort, though you are 
{atisfied in this affair, Iam not; and you, feem to for- 5 
get the promife I made you, that, fince I had been the 
means of lofing your daughter one hufband, Dwewédiud | 
her another, 

Fairf. Your honpar is to do.as you pleafe. 

L. Aim. What fay you, Patty, will you accept-of a | 
hufband of my chufing ? 

Patty. My lord, l-have no determination ; you are 
the beit judge how I ought to a@ 5 whatever you com- 

mend | fill obey. a 

L, Sig, Ten, Patty, there is but one perfon I can 
offer yous and T with, for your fake, he was more 
deferving Tuke.me 

Patty. Sir! 

L. dim.*From this moment our interefts are one, as 
our hearts ; and no earthly power thall ever divide us, 

Fairy. * O the gracious!” Patty -my lord—Didd 
hear right!“ You, fir, you marry a child of mine ! 

L. Aim. Yes, my honeft old man, in she you behold 
the hufband defigned for your daughter ; and J 2m S.appy 
that, by ftandiny in the place of fortune, who has along 
been wanting to her, I thall be able to fet her merit 
light, where its luftre will be rendered confpicuous. 

Fairf. But good, noble fir, pray confider ; don’t go to 
put upon a tilly old man: my daughter is unworthy-—— 
Patty, child, why don’t you {peak ? 

Patty. What can I fay, father! what anfwer to fuch 
unlook’d-for,fuch unmerited, fuch unbounded generoftty ! 

Ralph. Down on your knees, and fall a crying. . 

Patty. Yes, fir, as my father fays}. confider y-—yau 
noble friends, your relations—Tt mufangt, cannot be— 

“ L. dim. Imutt, and fhall———Friends t-rdations 
** from henceforth I have none, that will, Ren dy 
*« ledge you: and I am fare, when they bec 
“ quainted with your perfettions, thofe, whofe : 


os = * 
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«< | mof efteem, will rather admire the juitice of my 
Ne choice, than wonder at its fingularity.” — , 


AIR. 


L. Aim, My life, my joy, my blefing, 
teibe sige Sice polling, 
All muft my choice approve + 
+ Patty. To yee wy all is owing ; 
bn, O! take a heart 7 enfoing, 
ee With gratitude and love. 
L. Aim. Thus infolding, 
Thus beboliting, 
Both. One to my foul fo dear : 
. Can shies be pleafure greater ! 
Can there be blifs compleater ! 
"Tis too much to bear. 















Meavin. 


Sir Har. Well, we have followed your sie 4d coun- 
fel, and made the beit of a bad market-—-So my lord, 
pleafe to know our fon-in-law, that is to be. . 

L. dim. You do me a great deal of honour—I with 
you jqy, fir, with all my heart,—And now, Sir Harry, 
give me leave to introduce to you a mew relation of 
mine-— This, fir, is fhortly to be my wife. 

‘e Sir Har. My lord ! 

La. Syc. Your lordthip’s wife ! 

L. Aim. Yes, madam. 

La. Syc. And why fo, my lord ? ; 

L. dim. Why, faith, ma’am, becaufe TI can’t live 
hapgy without her———-And I think the has too many: 
amiable, too many eftimable qualities to meet with 2 
worfe ie “ 

Sir . Well, but you area of the realm ; you 
ill have all actiosers — , 
L. Aig. 1 know very well the ridicule that may be 
hrown on a lord’s marrying a miller’s daughter ; and 
wo, with blufies, is bas for fome time had too great 

‘1% G weight 





| 
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weight with me: but we fhould marry to pleafe our- 
felves, not other people: and, on mature confideration 
‘l can fee no reproach juftly merited, 'by raifing a deferd- 
ing woman to a ftation fhe is capable of adorning, let 
her birth be what it will. 
Sir Har. Why "tis very true, my lord. I once knew 
a gentleman that married his cock-maid : he was a re- 
lation of my own—You remembe- fat Margery, my lady !, 
She was a very good fort of a woman, indeed fhe wa 
and made the belt fuet dumplings I ever tafted 
La. Syc. Will you never learn, Sir Harry, to gyard 
your expreflions / Wel], but give me leave, my 
lord, to fay a word to you——-There are other ill confe- 
quences attending fuch an alliance. ’ 
L, Aim. One of them I fuppofe is, that I, a peer, 
thould be obliged to call this good old miller father-in- 
. BufBwhere’s the fhame in that? He is as good 2s 
any lord,'in being a man; and if we dare fuppofe a 
lord that ig fot an honeft man, he is, in my opinion, 
the more refpectable charaéter, Come, Matter Fairfield, 
give me your hand; from henceforth ycu have done 
with working ; we will pulldown your mill, and build 
you x houfe in the place of it; and the money I intended 
for the portion of your daughter, fhall now be laid out 
in purchafing a commiffion for your fon, 
Ralph, What, my lord, will you make me a cap- 
tain? e 
L. Ain Ay, a colonel, if you deferve ir. . 
Ralp+. Then I'll keep Fan, Se epee 
to 


SCENE Xfi. 


Lorp Armworru, Sir Harry, Lavy Sycamore, 
Patty, Tneoposta, Mervin, Fainrrip.p, 
Raven, Gites. 


Giles. Ads bobs, where ara I juge— ” 
for “4s audacity, a bk — 

Ralph. Hip, farmer ;, come back, mon, coine back. 
—Sure my lord’s going to marry filter himfelf; s 
to haye a Ane houle, and J’m yo be a captain. 
©. dim 


< 


/ 
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L. dim. Ho, Mater Giles, pray walk in ; here isa 
lady who, I dare fwear, will be glad to fee you, and 
give orders that you {hall always be made welcome. 

Ralph. Yes, farmer, you'll always be welcome in the 
kitchen. 

L. Aim, What, have you nothing to fay to your old 
acquaintance Come, pray let the farmer falute 
you Nay, a kifs—lI iniift japon ir, 

Sir Har. 2, ha, ha—hem ! 

ba, Sve. Sir Harry, I amv-ready to fink at the mons 
ftroufnefs of your behaviour. 

L. Aim, Fye, Matter Giles, don’t look fo theepih ; 

you and I were rivals, but not lefs friends at prefent. 
“You have aéted in this affair like an honeft Eagli{hman, 
who fcorned even the fhadow of difhonour, and thou 
fhalt fit rent-free for a twelvemonth. 
e = Sir Hay. Come, fhan’t we all falute——With your 
leave, my lord, ’'1J——— 
La. Syc. Sir Harry ! 








AIR. 


L, Aim. Yield whe will to forms a martyr, 
While unaw'd by idle fhame, 
- Pride for happine/s L barter, 
e Heedle/s va the millions blame, 
: Thus with lowe my arms 1 quarter 5 
We omen grac'd in nature's frame, 
Ew’ ry privilege, by charter, 
Have a right from man toclaim. 


Theo, Eas’d of doubts and fears prefa. MBs 
Vhat new joys within me rife ! 
While mama, her Srowns afuaging, 
ares no Jouger tyrannize. 
@ So lon oe srm and tempefis raging, % 


the bluft’ring fury dies, 
_ Ab! bow lovely, bow engaging, 


Profpes fair, and cloud i fhies ! 
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Sit Har. Dad but this is wond’rous pretty, 
Singing each a roun-de-lay; ~~ 
And 7 mingle in the ditty, 

Tho’ I fearce know what to fay. 
There's a daughter, brife and witty ; 

Here’s a wife, can wifely fway: . 
Truft me, majlers, twere a pity, j 

Net to let them have their way. 


Patty. My example is a rare one ; 

But the canfe may be diviw'd : 

Women want not merit-——dare one 
Hope difcerning men to find. 

O! may each accomphife’d fair one, 
Bright in perfon, jage in mind, 

Viewing my good fortune, foare one 
Full as "plendid, and as hind. 


Giles, Laugh'd at, flighted, circumvented, 
~ And expos d for folks to fee’t, 
’Tistes tho fa man repented 
. For bis follies ina fheet. 
But my wrongs go unrefented, 
Since the fates have thought them meet : 
This good company contented, 
All my wvifbes are complete. 


- 
ale r- 


Exp of Tue Opens 
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FAIRFIELD. 


HE preat folks are noble, and proud let ’em be, 
I Of title, of honour, and wealth, i ’ 
* That I am a Briton is title to me, 
And I’m rich in a ftock of good health. 
Lads, ftop the mill; 
. Be the hopper {till ; 
When low the fun, 
; Our work is done; 
Then we'll fit to our homely board with glee, 
For fweet ig the bread of induftry. 


Though*in fummer I copied the provident ant, 
~ For winter fome grains to provide ; 
Vet, what I could {pare to a friend when in want,” 
I ne’er was the friend who denied, 
Lads, ftop the mill, &c. 


ACT Ut. 


GILES. 


* GadZooks! there’s fuch gig, and nice rig on the lawn, 
Little Sal fot a partner wou'd fain have me on, 
é But when your’s I thall be, 
How ’twill mortify the, ° 
_ Ther I'll bet twenty pound, 
That the whole village round, | 
Cannot thew fuch a couple as Patty and me, 


* For you, the fweeteft flowers I chofe, 
See here the wreath I’ve wove ; 
Odthis a chapiet I'll compofe, § | - 
And crown you queen of love, 
Tho’ Jemmy fo fupple,. 
re ree! fo taper, —~ 
» Capit off the firft couple, ‘ 
Becaufe they can caper 5 
} ; 


—— : i ; : 






Bl 
And Cudden’s a 
Won't tire of 


Tho’ Tim-of the valley, ; Meus : 
So nimble when tipfey, § =. 5 

Foots up to fly Sally, ; 
That arch litle gypfy 5 


=» Tho’ fpruce Davy Dumble, gy) 
whi 3 Is partner with ? - a bale OD 

And old Gaffer Grumble Wms , 
Is Jink’d to young Polly; a 





Yet you and Il! dance for a-crown or a guinea, - 
"Gant hag aes Sai, Jem, Bet, Bill, Cudden, st eo 


abel SRY: 
The fields were gay 8 Rg . 
And fweet the hay, 
. Our gang of gypfies feated, |. 
Upon the grafs, ” 2 x 
Both lad and lafs, LY: © 


By you we all were saigghssoce ae i aw 


* 4 Young chicken, geefe, 
With ducks and peafe, 


j a and bacon dainty ; Lee a 
tj 3 punch and beer, obat as 
-Thebett of cheer, : aN vit 
yon fave us then Se gaa Bere 
*Tiwas all to cheat Pas 
~ And pilfer that fame jewel; -__ Ne ke 
You're fworn to me, you Aa Ee Le 


ae Tho’ now fo ean alg ra 









: Whene'er we'd meet, — eae 
Cre With-kiffes fweet,” iF 
And Segenn foft you Won me; — 


~The < awe horn pul 





"And golden ring,” eet 
Or never more come near mer : 
For you have cheated filly Fan, &c. 


FAIRFIELD. 


. Of afpeet fair, and temp er mild, 24 
My Patty tho’ you fee ; Vey ' 
_« When yeta babe, a fweeter child . 
Ne’er bleft a parent’s knee. 


'. The infant flower, for tender care, 
bt ~~ Qbu'dev'ry joy impart 5” ‘ 
But now a bramble ig totear - - 
father’s heart, pl. 


Ac Ta . * 


FAIRFIELD. . fea ; 
the h hat o’erfhadows my mill, = 
Te ed ey ‘bad da 'd to entwine ; ae 
ss Hae ag was a ruin, that nods on the hill, . 


Bipot bids bet net te hecpiae | age 9 


| ‘outa I trace back the time, a much a te. 
Since my forefathers toil’d in yon field : 
For the farm I now hold on your Lordthip’s ‘eftate, 
Is the fame that yen grandfather till’d. * 


|. He dyin: ueath’d to his fon,.a good name > 
A ich unk lied defcended to ud. 


wy . 
my_child I’ve preferv’d it, eabeente with fame, 
| t ftill from a fpot fhall be free. 
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_ Keep two fond hearts a eek: ty eZ 


But (oon exch bee ae ‘ yc 
His n cools, y he 
im his conte of wonder. 


Pt heart is your’s, you know my mind, 
n vain to anfwer nay ; »_ 
But will you be for ever kind, 

For ever and a day ? 


Your faith, if proof to female wiles, 

And beauty’s fweet alluring fmiles, 
You'll never play the rover; _ 

Nor. of cold negleét accufe, 

Or in the lordly hufband lofe ae 
The fond the tender lover. Pa 

My heart is your’s, &c, © 


VERSE for RALPH, in the Paudville, ‘after parry. 


Captain Ralph, my Lord will dub me. 
Soon Pll mount a huge cockade ; , 
Mounfeer thall powder, + ee Foe nd club me, 
*Gad, T’ll be'# roaring blade | 


If Fan thall offer once fou me, ee 
When in fearlet all artray’é ; ee 

* Or my feather dare todrubme, =» 58 
rown your worlt———but who's eine ; 


_ ; . " 
° " i@ 
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CS SH Somthh e +" ee 

T Pie with ree pete I embrace this eeptinodin: 

edge the favours I have received from yous 

ake 1 would mention in particular, the warmth’ 

with whick you efpoufed this piece ix irg paflage’to the 

fiage ; but I am_afraid it would: be thought a compli- 

ment to, your good-natyre, too much at the expeiias of 

yourjudgment. 9 8S . y 
, Ir what I now venture to lay before the public is 

confidered inerely asa piece of dramatic writing, it will : 


y >a 


certainly be found to have very little merit: in that 
light no one can think more indifferently of it than I do 
myfelf ; but I believe I may venture to. affert, on your — 
gpinion, that fome of the fongs are tolerable ; that the 4 

ufic_is more pleafing than has hitherto appeared in ~ 
compofitions of this kind ; and the words better adapted, 
confidering the fiaturé of the airs, which are not com- 
mon ballads, than could be expected, fuppofing any de- 
gree of poetry to be preferved in the verification. 


| "Moreghan this few people expeét in an Opera; and 
_ if fome of the feverer critics fhould be inclined to blame 
Rick 2% ‘cabana cmabaamrdade, > 

Az ‘ writer, 


as 


Be x ey 





You may perceive, Sirf that I yield a 6 pokaal sobs me 
i fervance to the injunétions you upon me, when I | 
threatened you with this addrefs, make it rather a 
, preface than a dedication : and yoo t muft ce Tecan 
harldly reconcile thofe formalities which render it inde-. 
Pr teate to pay praifes where all the world allows them to 
|. be due ; nor can I eafily conceive why a man. fhould be « 
_ fo ftudioys to deferve what,he does not defire : but fince ‘ 
_ you will not allow me: fo offtr any panegyric to you; 
mutt hatien to beftow oné dpon myfelf, sein 


know (which was my chief defign im this i roy \ 
| errapemaerse es fe ipenenben 
. Xe eb ae . itt 
a SIR, ' 
i) Your mf ogc, 
FP 7 a ste 
‘al ; ’ v 
f Ui ‘ a4 « hy mi & ie 
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LOVE IN A VILLAGE. 





©.* The lines diftinguifbed by twoerted comas, © thus,’ are emitted in 
the reprefentation, 








° ACT I SCE'NE L 


A garden with flatutes, | here and fower-pot:, Several 
Arbour appearin the fide-feenes: Rosser ta and Lu- 
CINDA are difcovered at work, fiattd upon two garden- 

rhe 


AIR I 


Roffetta, JF. FOPE! thou nurfe of young defirty 
E Fairy Sipe f 795 
Painted vapour, glow-avorm fire, 
Temp’ rate fwett, that ne'er can choy; 


Lucinda. Hige ! thou tarnefi of delight, 

. oftef foother of the mind; 
my coraidl, profpr? bright, 
Sareft friend the wretched find : 


Both, = Kind deceiver, fatter fill, 
> Deal out pleafures unpeffifi ; 
With thy drpams my fancy fill, 
And in swifhes make me 64). 

Lucin. Hcigho—— Refitta ? 

Ref. Well. child, what do you fay? 

Lacin,. "Vie a devilith thing to live ix a village an hun- 
dred titles from the capital, with a prepofterous gouty fa- 
wher, und > fuperannuated maiden aunt,—l am heartily 
fick of my firuation, 

; 8B Ref 


as 


2 LOVE IN A VILLAGE.” 


And with reafon—But ‘ts in a greatemeafure 
joa oemeiatie: ‘here“is t tin Mie boc a man of tha- 
yacter and family ; he likes .you, you like him ; /you 
‘know one another's minds, and yet you will ngt refalve 


to,make yourfelt happy with him. 


ATR I, 


Whence can you inherit 

» So flavifh a fpirit ? 

Confin'd thus and chain'd to a log! 
Now fondd, now chid, 


Permitted, forbid: Ca 
"16: deading thevife of aldeg. ~~ * ™ 

For frame, you a lover ! 

More firmmifi di ifcower 5” Bh 
Take courage, nor bere longer ox +d ? 

Refi and be free, 

Run riot like me, — 
And to perfect the picture, elope, 


Lucin, And this is your advice ? 

Ref. Pofitively, 

Lucio, Here's my hand ; pofitively Tat "fellow 1 
have already {ent to my gentle man, who is now in the 
country, to let him know he may eome hither this day ; 
we will make wfe of the-oppafttiaity to fettle all Betimi- 
haries—And then—But rake. notice, whenever we de- 
cam, = mirch off along with US, + 

Ref. Ob! madim, your feryant; Uhave no jet 
tion to be left betfind, “T affure you—But you fay you 
got acquaiored wich" this fpark, white you were with 
your mother during her lait: ehtoets at Bat fo that your 

~ father has never feen him? . 

Lucia. Never in hi: Jifey my dear and I aim confident 
he eatettains not rhe fed fu {pieion va paring any 
fuch conneition: my aunt, in an 
furmifes; but, befides thas m Lait gil if 4 
any one (0 1 baba than himfelfy it ts ate 


Sepa a ope 


wes : site wert, eae 
~~ 


wy i , ‘ 
A COMIC OPERA. : 


Rife Pesce being abfurd; you mutt allow.they fym-> 
pitti perfectly in that—— Bac now we are pa Oy 208 
je8t, I defire to know what J am to do with this wicked? 
old jultice of peace, this libidinous father of yours? - 
He follows me about the houfe like a tame goar. 

Lucin, Nay, Vil affure you he has been a wag in his 
time—you mouft have a care of yourfelf, 
* Rog. Wretched me! to fall into fuch hands, who have 
been jufl forced to run away from my parents to avoid 
an odious marriage———You finile at thac now; and [ 
know you think me whimfical, as you have often told 
me; but you muft excufe my being a little over delicate 

Win this partictfar. 


AIR UI. 


My heart's my own, my will is free, 
* And fo foall be my woice ; 
/ No mertal man fhall wed with me, 
Till firfi be’s made my choice, 


Let parents rule, cry nature's laws ; 
Aad children fiill obey ; 

Aud is there then no faving clanfe, 
Againk tyranaic favey ? 


Lucian, Well, but my dear mad girl—— 

Ref. Lucinda, don’t talk to me—Wasvyour father to 

to London, mect there by accident with an old fel- 
Sw as wrong-headed as himfelf ; and in a fit of abfud 
friendthip Hy ot to marry you to that old fe)low’s fon, 
whom you never feen, without confulting your in- 
clinations, or allowing you a negative, in cafe he thould 


ndt prove = eg gH ' 
nn. Why, I fhoujd think ita little hard, I confefs— 
| yet, when I {ee yow in the character of « chumbermaid— 
RY. Fis the only character, my dear,-in whieh I 
could hope to lic concealed ; and I can tell you, 1 was 
teducedto the lait extremity, when, in confequence of 
obr old ling-fchool friendthip, I applied to you to 
oor me int se capacity : for we expeéted the parties 

p L Ween, = 

&* =v, B: Lucin, 


—_ 
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Lucin. But had not you a meflage from your intended 
fpoufe, to let you know he was as little inclined to fuch 
ill-concerted nuptials as you were ? 

Ref. More than fo; he wrote to advife me, by all 
means, to contrive fome method of breaking them off, 
for he had rather return to his dear ftudies at Oxford ; 
and after that, what hopes could I have of being happy 
with him ? : 

Lucin, Then you are not at all uneafy at the ftrange 
route you muft have occafioned at home? I warrant, 
during this month you have been abfent— 

Ref. Ob! don’t mention it, my dear; I have had fo 
many admirers fince 1 commenced Abigail, that 1 am 
quite charmed with my fituaion—But hold, who ftalks" 
yonder into the yard, that the dogs are fo glad to fee ? 

Luin, Daddy Hawthorn, as I five! He is come to 
pay my father a viit; and never more luckily, for he 
always forces him abroad. By the way, what will you 
Uo With yourlc: wae 1 nep laid inc HOUle to fee after my 
trufty meffenger, Hodge ? ; 

Ref. No matter, I'll fit down in that arbour and liften 


, to the finging of the birds; you know Zam fond of me- 


lancholy smufements. 

Lucin. So it feems, indeed: fure, Roffetta, none of 
your admirers had power to touch your heart; you are 
not in love, | hope ? : 

Ref. In love! that’s pleafant: who' do you fuppofe I 
fhould be in love with, pray ? j 

Lucing Why, let me fee—~What do you think of 
Thomas, our gardener? There he is, atthe other end 
of the walk—He’s a pretty young man, and the fervants 
fay he’s always writing verfes on you, 

Ref. Indeed, Lucinda, you are veryfilly., 

Lucia, Indeed, Rofletta, that blufh makes you look 
very handfome. 

Rep. Bluhh! I am fure I don’t bluhh, 

Lucin, Ha, ha, ha! S 

Rof. Pfhaw, Lucinds; how cao you be fo ridiculous ? 

Lucin. Well, don’t be angry, and I have d 
fuppofe you did like him, how could you help yourfelf? 


AIR 


a ar eT 
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AIR Iv. 


When once Lowe's fubtile poifomgaint — - 
A peffage to the female breaf ; 
‘Like lightning rufhing through the veins, 
Each wifh, and every thoughi’s poffifts 
To heal the pangs our minds endure, 
Reafen in vain its feill applies ; 
Nought can afford the heart a cure, 
wt wbat is pleafing to the eyes. 


SCENE IIL. 


Enter Youxc Meavows. 


Y. Meadows. Let me fee—on the fifteenth of June 
at half an hour paft five in the mosning (/aking out @ 
pocket-book ) I left my father’s houfe, unknown to any one, 
having made free with a coat and jacket of our gardener’s 
which fitted me, by way of adifguife: —fo fays my pocket- 
book ; and chance directing me to this village, on the 
twentieth of the fame month I procured a recommenda 
tion to the worfhipful Juftice Woodcock, to be the fu- 
perintendant of his pumpkins and cabbages, becaufe I 
would. let my father fee I ‘chofe to run any lengths ras 
ther than fubmit-to what his ob{tinacy would have forced 
me, a marriage againft my inclination, with a woman F 
never fai. (Puts up the book and takes up a watering pot). 
Ricre L have three weeks, and in that time I am as 
much altered asif Iechanged my nature with my habit. 
*Sdeath, to fall in love with a chambermaid! And yer, if 
I could forgetithat Iam the fonand heir ef Sit William 







Meadows—But that’s impoflible. 
sv 
, AIR V... , 
= ee oP I been by Fate decreed 
ee Some bumble cottage frvain ; 
~~ In Fair Rofkerta’s jul to feed 
: My forep upomtbe plain, , 
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Whee biifs bad 1 beew born to tafle, 
Which now | na'er mal know ? 
Ye envious pow'rs ! swhy have ye placed 


My fair one’s lot fo low ? 


Ha! who was it I-had aglimple of as I paft by that ar- 
bour! Was it not fhe fat reading there! The trembling 
of my heart tells me my eyes were not miftaken—Here 
fhe comes. 


SCENE Il. 


Younc Meapows, RossettTa, 


Rof. Lucinda was certainly in the right of it, and yet 
] bluth to own my weaknefs even to myfelf—Marry hang 
the fellow, for not being a gentleman, 

¥. Meadows, 1 am determined I won't fptak to her 
(turning toa rofi-1 % , and plucking the\ flowers.) Now or 
never is the time to conquer myfelf: befides 1 have fome 
reafon to believe the girl has-no averfion-to me: and, 28 
I with not go do her an injury, it would be creel ro fill’ 
her head with notions of what can never happen (Ams 
etune.) Pthaw! rot thefe rofes, how they prick one’s 
fingers! . ’ 

Ref. He takes nonotice of me} but fo'much the bets 
ter, I'll be as-indifferent as he is. I am fure the poor 
Jad likes me; and if 1 was to give him any €ncourage- 
ment, I fuppofe the next thing he talked of would be 
buying a ring, and being afked in church—Oh, dear 
pride, I thank you for that thought. 

Y. Méadow:. Hah, going without a word! a look! 
—I can’t bear that-—Mrs. Rofletta, I am gathering a few 
rofes here, if you pleafe to take them in with you. 

Ref. Thank you, Mr. Thonias, ‘but all my lady’s 
flower-pots are full. 

Y. Meadows. Will you accept of them for yourfelf, 
then? (catching bold of ber.) “What's the matter ? you 
look as if you were angty with me, ~ 

Ref. Pray let.go my hand. 

Y. Meadows, Nay, prythee, why is this? you fhan’t 

» £0, 1 have fomething to dy to you. 
Ref. Well, but 1 muit go, I will go; Ldefire, Mr. 
oma 


Th 
AIR 


A COMIC/OPERA ” 


AIR VI. 


Gentle youth, ab, tell me why 
Still you force me thus to fly ; 
 C3aje, ob! ceafe, to perjevert. 
Speak not what | mufi not bear 5 
To my heart its eafe reflore ; 
’ Go, and never fee me mores 


SCENE IV. 


Younc Meavows, 


This girl is a riddle—That the loves me, I think there 
is ne room to doubt; fhe takes a choufand oppertunities 
to let meee it; and yet when I fpeak to her, the will 
hardly give mevan anfwer ; and.if ] awempt the fmallett 
familiarity, is gone in an inftant—I feel ge cr fox 
her grow every day more and more.violent—Well, would 
I marry her? would 1 make a miftrefs.of her fi eould ? 
Two things, called prudence and honour, forbid either. 
What Ah oe then? Athadow. Sure my evil 
genius laid this fnare in,my way. However, there is 
one comfort, it is in my. power to fly from it; if fo, 
why do L.hefitate? 1 am diltracted, unable. to deter+ 
mine-any thing. : 


AIR VII. 


Still in hopes to get the better 
OF my fubborn flame I try ; 

Sweat this moment to forget ber, 

nd ihe next aa aes 
8 Now prepar’d with [corn to treat her, 

Ew’ ry charm in thought I brave ; 

Boalt my freedom, fly to meet to ber, 
And confi myflf a fave. 


SCENE 


—_—— eR en ee eee ee 
ro ~ ty 
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SCENE ¥. 


A ball in Fuflice Wooncon’s bouts Enter Hawtrorn 
with 5 eas in bis hands, awd a nit with birds at 
bis girdle: and afterwards Fuptice Woopeocn. 


AIR VHI. 


There was a jolly miller once, 
Liv’d on the river Dee; 
He work'd and fung, from marn till night 5 
No lark more blyibe than be. 
And this the burthen of Lis Song, | 
For ever us'd to be, 
I tare for nobody, not J, 
Lf no one cares for me, 


Houle here, houfe ! what all gadding, all abroad; houfe 
I fay, hilli bo ho! 

F. Woodcock. Here's a noife, here’s a racket ! William, 
Robert, Hpdge! why does not fomebody anfwer? Odds 
my life, 1 believe the fellows ‘have loft their hearing ! 
(Entering ) Oh matter Hawthorn ! I gueiled it was fome 
Zuch mad cap—Are you there ? 

Hawth, Am1 here? Yes:, and if you had been where 
I was three hours ago, you would find the good effects 
of it by this time: but you have got theJazy unwhole- 
fome London fafhion, of lying a bed in a morning, and 
there’s gout for youmWhy, Sir, I have not been in bed 
five minutes after fun-rife thefe thirty ve am gene- 
rally up before it; and I never took a ofe of phyfic but 
once in my life, and that was in compliment to a coufin 
of mine, an spothecary, that had juit fet up bufiaefs, 

J. Woodcock. Well but, mafter Hawthorn, Jet me tell 
you, you know nothing of the’ matter ; fort fay fleep is 
neceflary for a man ; ay and I'll maintain it, yn 

Hawth, What, when 1 maintain the contrary ?-—— 
Look you, neighbour Woodcock,. you are a rich man, a 
man of worfhip, a juftice of péace, and all thats; bur 
learn to know the 1e(pect that is due to the found from 
the infirs ; and allow me that fuperiority a 


ar 5 Gp 
flitution gives ine over you—Health is whe igre 


= a eee SS . a Qe ae 
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all poffeffions ; and "tis a maxim with me, that an hale 
cobler is a better man a fick ki . 

F- Woodcock. Well, well, you are a {portfman, 

Hawth, And fo would you too, if you would take my, 
advice. A fportfman ! apy eet nothing like it: I 
would riot exchange the {fatisfaction I feel while 1 am, 
beating the lawns and thickets about my little farm, for 
all the entertainments and pageantry in Chriftendom, 


AIR IX 


Let gay ones and great 
Make the mofl of their fate ; 
From pleafure to pleafure they run? 
Well, who cares a jot, 
1 envy them nat, 
While I bave my dog and my gune 
. For exercife, air, 
=) GG Be fete Pipeci-, 
With [pirits unclouded and light: 
The blifas I fd, 
No flings leave bebind, . 
But Lralth and diverfion unite. 


SCENE VI. 


Justice Woopcocx, Hawruory, Hopee. 


«Hodge. Did your worhhip call, Sir? 

J. Woodcock. Call, Sir; where have you and the reft 
of thefe rafeals been? but I fuppofe [ need not afk— 
You mut know there is a ftatute, a fair for ie | fer- 
vants, held upon my green to-day ; we have it ufually 
at this feafon of the year, and it never fails to put all 
the folks hereabout out of their fenfes. : 

Hodge. ford, your honour, look out, and fee what 4 
nice fhow they make yonder ; they had got pipers, and 
fidlers, and were dancing as I came along, for dear life 
—I never {aw fach a mortal throng inour village in all 
my born days again. C 

Hawth, Why 1 like this now, this is as it thould be. 

yoge J. Wovdeack, 


po — 
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¥. Woodeock. No, no, ‘tis a ‘very foolith piece of bufi- 
nels; good. for nothing but t 















: 5a MS 
be it another year, and I doube whether I am.nét fuffi- 
ciently authorized already ; for by an a@ pafled Anno 
urdécimo Caroli primi, which impowers a juftice of peace, 
who is lord of the manor. 

Hrwth. Come, come, nevermind the ag; let me tell 
vou this isa very proper, avery ufeful meeting ; I went 
a fervant or two myfelf, I muft go fee what your market 
affords ;—and you fhall go, and the girls, my little Lucy 
and the other young rogue, ‘and we'll make a day on'tas 
wellas there‘. 

J. Woodeock. Lwith, naalter Hawthorn, I could teach you 
to be a little more fedate: why wont you take pattern by 
me, and confider your dignity !—Odds heart, I don’e 
wonder you are pot avich man; you laugh too much 
ever to be rich. * 

Hawth. Right, neighbour Woodcock! health good- 
humour, and competence, ismy motto; and if my exé- 
cutors have a mind, they are welcome to make it my 
epitaph. , 





AIR X. 


The honeft heart, whofe thoughts are clear 
From fraud, difeuife, and guile, 

Need neither fortune’s frowning [tary 
Nor court the barlot's fmile, 


The greatacl/s that would make us grave 
Us but an empty thing ; 

What more than mirth would mortal have ? 
The obear ful man's a king, 


a ” 
SCENE vik", 
Lucinpa, Hopet, ey 
Luin, Hit, bitt, Hodge! =: Re 
Heder, Who calls? here am I. 4 “ed 
Lean, Well, have you been ? = 
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Hodge. Been, ay I ha’ been far enovghy anjthat be ~ 
all; you never knew any; thing fall oyt fo'crofsly in your 


born days. , duties 

Lucing Why, what's the matter. ? 4 i 

Hedge. te Bk know, I dare not take a-horfe out of 
his worfhip’s {tsbles this morning, for fear it fhould be 
miffed, and breed queftions; and our old nag at home 
was fo cruelly beat i’th’hoots, that, poor beatt, it had 
not a foot to fet to ground; fo 1 was fain xo go to: fars 
mer Ploughfhare’s, at the Giaige. to borrow the loan 
of his bald filly : and would you think it! after walking 
all that way—de’el from me, if the Crof-grained toad 
did not deny me the favour, 

Lucin. Unlucky ! _ 

Hodge. Well, then I went my ways to the King’s« 
head in the village, but all their caule were we pews 
and 1 was gs far to feek below at the turnpike = fo at lait, 
for want of a better, I was forced to take-up with dame 
Quickfet’s blind mare. ‘ owe 

Lucin, Oh, then you have been 2 

Hodge. Yess apse aye been. ; 

Lucin. Ptha! Why did not you fay fo at once ? 

Hodge, Aye, but I have bad a muin tirefome jaunt 
on’r, for fbe is a forry jadeat bet. 

Lucin. Well, well, did you fee Mr, Euftace, and what 
did he fay to-you ?—Come, quick—have you e’er a let~ 
ter? ih 
Flodge, Yes, he gave mea lerrer, if T'hw'na loft it, 

Lucin. Loft it, man! 

+ Hodge. Nay, nay, have abit of patience ; adwawns, you 
are always in fuch a hurry (ruwmaying hes pockets) L put 
it fomewhere in this Waiftcoat,pocker. Oh here it is. 

Lune. So, give it me (reads the jeter to he-felf. ) 

Hedge. Lord-a-merty! how my arms achs with beat- 
ing shat plaguy bealt ¢ 1’! be hany’c if 1 won'na rather 
ha’ thrath’d balt aday, ,than ha’ ridden her, 

Lucin. Weli,, Hose, you have done: your bufinels 


. well. «Won ips 
' “Hose Well, shave not I now ? 
ate YesunMr, Euliace tells mein this letter, that 


hewill be in the grees lune, acslieother end of the vil- 

pi by awelye o’clock—You_ know where he came be- 

Mes...” 

ie _ " ‘ { . Hodge. 
| et : ‘ 


. 
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Hodge. Ay, 2y- “- 

Lucan, wa, ae muft go there ; and wait till -he ar- 
rives, and watch your opportanity to introduce him acrofs 
the fields, into the little fummer-houfe, on thé left fide 
of the garden. : 

Hodge. “That’s enough. 


Luein, But take particular care that nobody fees you, 
Hodge. 1 warrant you. 


Luci. Nor for your life drop’a word of it to any 
mortal. 


7. Neverfear me. 
Lak, And Hodge-—— 


AIR XI. 


Hodge. Well, well, fay xo-more ; 
Sure you told me before ; © 
I fee the full lengeb of my teather ; 
De you think P'm a fool, 
That 1 weéd go to fcbool ? 
J can {pel you-and' put you together. 
A sword to the wife, 
Will always fuffice 5 
Add/niggers go tatk to your parvot 3 
Z'm nat fach an eft, 
Though I fay it myfelf, 
But 1 know a focep's bead from a tarrete . \ 


SCENE VII 
~ Lvernpa, 
How fevere is my cafe! Here Jam obliged to carry on 
-a clandeftine correfpondence with a man in all réipects 


my equal, becaufe the oddity of my father’s temper is 
Gach, UoapL, dase: noted) dig hai cvlere-o¢ Gel she 


on I fhould like to marry—But perhaps he mp re li 
° agi eye, and hopes, one day or other, as I am his only 
ebild, to match me witha title—vain imagination! 


> =~ = ~ - 
“rye 
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44 '¥ Aw oes > 
AT Ry BBeace2 0 ae 


capi, God ¢ periahon yr prt 
a ob stl kind eae gM ~ 


Jo reward a faithfi 


. : thofe we fen tt 
, hie "ody scold onthrel 
Tyrants o re Dagrt hind, 
Thofe would enflawt the nad. 


What is grandeur? ie to = . 


Hat m 

eax Sites yh , 
bai py ebe glittering bait sa 
. wr ayy 


-" °' scENE 1X, 


A field with afiiles Enter tesor, followed with Mars — 
GERY; and in fome time after, enter Youep Meavows. 


What does the wench’ ow me for? Odds 
fein, ‘olk may well tlk, to ms ‘dangling after me 
every where, like a taptony"pi ? find fome other read, 
can’t you; and aa keep ferreting me with your 
nonfenfe; . 

Marg, Nay, pray yet Hodge flay, “and let me ipetl ; 
to you a bir. 
Hedge Well; ‘what fayn you? 
oe Dear heatt,, how «can you be fo barbarous ? 
and i ade sthe way you ferve me after all; and won’c 


ee base + word, Hodge ? 

| dtvage.-\ hy no Lwon’s, I tell you ; I have chang"d 
M. Way but fute forely Con der Hodge}, you 
pits i yt ly, forely—Confi gen y 


to make me an honeft woman. 


ree Shiite confeience | How am I obligated ? 


Press | Foucare ; oe none bur tase of 
tds 
ane her ig Ihe herig theme or a aimee 


, 
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Hodge. Bring you to thame! Don’t make me fpeak, 
Madge, don’t te me fpeak. | , 
Madge. Yes do, {peak your worlt. 
tei. Why then, if you go to that, you were fain 


our own vi 
sd portat by tin cert FF ofthe paid, and bing the Pil bai 

roan Teal ay if to your Face. 

Mary. Nb, no, Hodge, ’tis no fuch thing, "tis a bafe 
lie og farmer Ploughthare’s—But I know what makes 
you falfe-hearted to me, that you may keep compan 
with young madam’s waiting-woman, and I am fure the’s 
no fit body for a poor man’s wife, 

Hodge. How fhould you know what fhe’s fit for ? She’s 
fit for as much as you mayhap; don’t find fault with 
your betters, Madge [Seeing Young Meadow:.] Oh! ma- 
iter Thomas, | have a werd or two to fay to you; pra 
did not you go down the village one rv la® week wit 
a bafket of fomething upon vour fhoulder ? 

Y. Meadows, Well, and what then? ~~ 

Hodge. Nay, not. much, only the oftler at the Green- 
man was faying as how there was a paflen; ¥ at their 
houfe as fee’d you go by, and. faid he know’d you; and 
axt a mort of quettions—So I thought I'd tell you. 

Y. Meadows. The devil! afk queftions about me! I 
know nobody in this part of the country ;, there mufl be 
fome mittake in it— Come hither, 

Marg. A natty ungrateful fellow, to ‘afe me at this 
rate, atter being to him as I have.—Well, well, I with 
all poor girls would take warning by my nithap, “ed 
never have nothing to fay to none of them, 


AIR -XIII. 


How bappy awere my days, till now! 
I neer did forrow feel, 

T refi with joy to wilh my cow 
Or take my Jpinning-wibect. 


My heart was lighter thaw a Pn 
Like any bird I fang, my *§ 
Till be pretended lowe, and I het 
> Belied bis fat’ ring tongues ' 


ét 
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Ob the fook the filly filly fool, 
Who trufis what man may be; 


1 wifh | was a maid again, . 
. . And in my own country. 












SCENE X. 
. 

A green with the profpe® of avillage, and the reprefentation 
of a flatute or fair. Eoter Justice Woovcoex, Haw- 
tHorN, Mrs. Desoran Woopcock, kbucinpa, Ros- 
settTa, Younc Meapows, Hopist, and /everal coun- 
try people. 


Hedge. This way, your worhhip, this way. Why 
don’t you ftand afide there! Here’s his worfhip acoming, 

Gountryme~, His worhhip ! 

FJ. Woodegek. Fye, fye, what a croud’s this! Odd, Vil 
put fomeof them in theftocks. [SisAing @ fellow) Stand 
out of the way, firrah, ra 

Hawth. For fhame, neighbour. Well, my lad, are 
you willing to ferve the king ? 5 

Countryman. Why, can you lift ma! Serve the king, 
mafter! no, no, 1 pay the king, that’s enough for me. 
Ho, ho, -ho! 

Hawth, Well faid, Sturdy-boots. 

FJ. Wosdeock, Nay, if ydu talk to them, they'll anfwer 
you. 

Hawth, I would have them do fo, I like they thould. 
—Well, madam, is not this a fine fight? I did norknow 
my neighbour's eftate had been fo well peopled.—Are all 
thefe his own tenants? 

Mrs. Deb, More than are good of them, Mr, Hawthorn. 
I don’t like to fee fuch a parcel of young huffeys fieering 
with the fellows. 

_ Hawtd, There's a laf {teckming to a country gir.) Come 
hither, my gretty maid. What brings you here [Chuck- 
ing ~~ under the chin.) Do you come to look for a fer- 
vice ’ 

C. Girl. Yes, an’t pleafe you, 

Hawth. Well, 9 what place are you for ? 

C. Girl, All work, an’t eee you. 
o 2 F- Woodcock, 


es b n> ; 
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FJ. Woodcock, Ay, ay, Vdon’t doubt it ; any work you'll 
put her to. 7, 
Mr;. Deb. She looks like a brazen one—Go huffy. 
Hawth, Here’s another. | [Catching a girl that goes by.) 
What health, what bloom !—This is Nature’s work ; 
no art, no daubing. Don’t be, afhamed, child; rhofe 
cheeks of thine are enough ‘to put a whole drawing-room 
out of countenance, “s 


SCENE Xfi. 


Justice Woopcock, Hawruorn, Mrs. Desoran 
Wooncock, Lucinpa, Rosserra, Young Meap- 
ows, Hopee, amd men and women fervants, 


Hodge. Now, your honour, now thefporowill comie.. 
The gut-fcrapers are here, and forme among’.them are 
coing to fing and dance. Why there’s not the like of 
our flatute, mun, in five counties; others are but fools 
tor. 4 ‘ 

Servant=man. Come, good people, make a ring, and: 
ftund out, fellow fervants, as many of you as are will- 
ing, and able to bear a bob. We'll let my matters and: 
miitrefles fee we can do fomething at leaik; if they won't 
hire us, it fhan’t be our fault. Strike. up the Servants, 
Medley. + 4k 


AIR XIy. ‘ 
Howse-Marp. 


J pray 9, gentles, lift to me, } 

J’ young, and firong, and clean you fee; — ~ v 

L'il not turn tail to any for, ts 
For work that’s in ihe country. 

Of all your boufe the charge I take, k 

I wvafh, I ferub, 1 brew, Ibakex  ~ 

<lud moré can do than-bere 1'll fpeah, 
Depending om your bounty: 


» 
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FooTmMan. 


Bebold a blade, who knows bis trade 
In chamber, hall, and entry ; 
And what the’ bere I now appear, 
Dwe ferv’d the beft of gentry. 
A footman would you have, 
. 1 can dre/t, and comb, and foave ; 
For I a handy lad am ; 
On a meffage I can go, 
And flip a billet-doux, 
With your bumble fervant, madam. 


Coox-Maip, 


W'bo wants a good cook, my band they muff crof ; 

” For plain wpolefome difbes Tm ne'er at a bof; 

And what gre your foups, your ragouts, and your fauce, 
Compar*w to old Englifb roaft beef ? 


“Carrer. 


If you want a young man, with a trae honeft heart, 
Who knows bow) to manage a plough and a cart, 
Here’; one for your purpose, comé take me and try; 
You'll fay you weer met with'a better nor 1, 

y Ge bo Dobbing Sc. 


CHORUS. 


My mafters and mifireffis, hither repair ; ° 
What fervants you want you li find in our fair ; 
Men and Maids fit for all forts of lations there be ; 
And, as for the wages we fban’t difayree. 


a . 
Enp oF tue 'Fresy Aer. 
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ACT I SCENE, £. 


A Parlour in Justice Wooncock’s Houfe. 


Lucinpa, Eustace. 


Lucia. ELL, am not I a bold adventurer, to 
bring you into my father’s houfe at noon- 
day? Though, to fay the truth, we are fafer here than 
in the garden; for there is not a human creature under 
the roof befides ovrfelves. ® 3 
Eu. Then why not put our fcheme. into -execution 
this moment? I have a poft-chaife ready. = 
Lucin. Fye: how can you talk, fo lightly? I protett 
T am afraid to have any thing to do with you ; your 
paflion feems too much founded on appetite ;, and my 
aunt Deborah fays— , 
Euf. What! by all the rapture my heart now feels—- 
Lucin, Ob to be fure, promife and vow; it founds 
prettily, and never fails to impofe upon a fond female. 


AIR XY. 


We women like weak Indians trade, 
Whoje judgment tinfel foew decoys 3 
Dupes to cur folly we are made, 
Wile artful man the gain enjoys: 
We give our treafureto be paid, - 
A paltry, poor-return! in toys. 


Euf. Well, I fee poise a mind to div rt yourfelf 
with me; but I with Lcould prevail on you to bea litde 
icrious. of pap = 4. > 
_ Luin, Seriouly then, what would you: defire me to 
fay ? Ihave promifed terun away with you; which is 

™ as great a concefliun as any reafonable Jover'can expect 
from dus mij els, bes 3 


_ _ . 


> Buf. 
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Fup. Yes; but, you dear provoking angel, you have* 
not told me when you will ‘ran away with me.. ; 
Lucins Why that, I confefs, requires fome confider- 
tion. ; Y 

, Eaft. Yet remember, while you are deliberating, the 
feafon, now fo favourable to us, may clapie, never: to 
return. 








ATR XVI. 


Think, my fairefl, bow delay 
Danger every moment brings ; 
Time fies frwift, and will away ; 
Time that's ever om its wings ; 

. Doubting and fu/pence at bef, 

Lovers date repentance cof; 

Let ws, eager to be bleft, 
pv? Stizeoccafion eer "tis loft, 


sGENE UI. 


Lucinpa,. Evstacty Jusrice Woovcocx, Mri, 
Desoran Woopcock. ~ 


Jo Woedeock.. Why here is nothing in the’ worldin 
this houfe but catter-wawling from morning till night, 
nothing but catter-wawling, Hoity wity ; who have 


we here? < : 
Lucin, My father'and my aunt! 4 
Eufiz The devil! What thall we do? - 


Lucin. Take no notice of them, only obferve me. 
(Speaks ajoud to Kuitace) Upon my word, Sir, I don’t 
know what to fay toit, unlets the Justice was at home; 
he & jult ttepped into the village with fome company ! 
but, uf you will fit down a moment, | dare {wear he 
will recut (pretends to fee the Fujlice)—Ob! Sir, here ig 


my pape viqeecal’ 

J+ Woodcock, Here is your papa, hufley! Who’s this 
you have got with you? Hark you, firrah, who are 
you, ye dog ? and what’s your bufinefs here? 

Euft, Sir, this is, 3 language 1 am not ufed to, = 
Ge Modeock, Don’t anfwer me, you rafcal—I am a 
st . juftice 
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Juttice of the ; if { hear a word outof your 
F mouth, Pll fend you to at, for all your lac’d har. 

Mrs Deb. Send him to jail, brother, that’s right. 

F. Woadcotk. And how do you know it’s right 
fhould you know any thing’s right?—Sifter Deborah, 
you are peverin the right. 

. Mrs. Deb. Brother, this is the man I have been tel- 
ling you about fo long. 
"S. Woodcock. What man, goody Wifeacre! 

Mr;. Det. Why the man your daughter has an io 
trigue with ; but I hope you will not believe it now, 
though you fee it with your own eyes—Come huffey, 
confefs, and don’t let your fataer make a fool of him- 
felf any longer. 

Luin, Confefs what, aunt? This gentleman is a 
mufic-mafter: he goes about the country teaching la- 
dies to play and fing; and has been recommended to in- 

. ftru& me; Icouldnot turn him out when hé came to 
offer his fervice, and did not know what anfwer_ro give 
him till I faw my papa. 

J. Woodeock, A mufic-mafter! 

Eufi. Yes, Sir, that’s my profeifion. 

Mrs. Deb. It’s a lye, young man ; it’s a lye,  Bro- 
ther, he is no more a mufic-mafter, than I am a mufic- 
matter. 

J. Woodcock, What then Mia know better than the 

. fellow himfelf, do you? and you will be wifer than all 
the world? 

Mrs. Det. Brother, he does not look like a mufic- 
mailer. ‘ 

J. Woodcork. He does not look! ha! bat hal Was 
evér fuch a poor itupe! Well, and what does he look 
like then? But I fuppofe you mean, he is not dreffed like 
2 mufic-maiter, becaufe of his ruffles, and this bit of gar- 
nifhing about his coat—which feems to be copper too 
—Why, you filly wretch, thefe whipperfnappers fer up 
for gentlemen, now-a-days, and give themfelves a8 man 

~ girs as if chey were people of quality —Hark ybu friend, 

I fuppofe you don’t come within le vagrant act? Yow 
Have fome fettled habitation ?—Where do you live ? 

Mrs Deb. I's an eafy matter for him to tell you a 


hag, 5 are : 
~ Y. Woodcock. Sifter Deborah, dou’t provoke’ mes’) 
t. z , Mrs De, 


i a . 
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Mrs. Deb. I with, brothey, you would Jet me examine 
him,a Merle. mh, = ae - t 

J. Woodcock. You than’t fay 4 word tohim, you fhan’r 
fay a word to him. 

Mrs.-Deb. She fays he was recommended here, bro- 
ther; afk him by whom ? : 

JF. Woodcock. No, I won’t now, becaufe you de- 
fore it. 

Lucin. Uf my did afk the queftion, aunt; it would 
be very ealily costo. > 

Mrs. Deb, Who bid you fpeak, Mrs. Nimble Chops? 
1 fuppofe the. man has a tongue in his head, to anfwer 
for himfelf. 

J. Woodcock, Will nobody. ne that prating old wo- 
man’s mouth. for me? Get out of the room, , 

Mrs. Deb. Well, fo 1 can, brother; I dont want to 
fidy ; but Remember, 1 tell you, you will make yourfelt 
ridteuloysin this-affairs for through your own obfti- 
nacy you will have your daughter run away with before 
your face, : 

7. Woodcock, My daughter! who will run away with 
my daughter? v3 

Mrs. Deb. That fellow will, ‘ 

J Woodcock, Go, go, you are a wicked cciforious 
woman. 7? * 

Lucin, Why, fure. madam, you muft think me very 
coming indeed, — 
F- Woodcock. Ay, the judges of others by herfelf; 
remember when fhe was a girl, her mother dared not 
trait her the length of her apron-{tring ; fhe was clam- 


‘ 


bering” every fellow’s back. . 
Mrs, bie. I +t not. 
- Woodcock. You were.  _. . . 
ucin. Well, but why fo violent ? yes 
4 At ® Xvr 
Beliewe me, dear aunt, 

ou rave thus, and want, x 
rathnce a lover perfuades ; 
_ The men will all fy © 

‘- . And heave: e ' rm 


: to Pett 
care} Qh, teribe ence! ‘an old maid. 
et ee, \n - 


’ 
| 
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1 Se ‘ How the lafi, " 
i Mui wee Aah pafs, eo. 


‘Who ancient virginity "fcapes: 
*Tewere better on earth 
Have five brats at a birth, 
Then in bell bea leader of apes. 


$ €.E N E-Iill. 
Justice Wooococx, Lucinpa. Eustace, 


F. Woodcock. Well doue, Lucy, fend her about her 
bufinefs; a troublefome, foolith creature, does the think 
I want to be direéted by her—Come hither my lad, you 
look tolerable honett. 

Euj, I hope, fir, I thall never give-you caufe to alter 
your opinion. wi <” 

FJ. Woodcock. No, no, I am hot eafily deceived, I am 
enerally pretty right in my conjecturess—You - mutt 
Cow, had once a little notion of mufic myfelf, and 
learned upon the fiddle ; I could play the Trumpet Mi- 
nuet, and Buttered Peas, and two or three tunes... I re- 
member when I was in London, about thirry years ago, 
there was a fOng, a great fayourite-at ourclubvat Nan- 
do’s coffee-houfe; Jack Pickle ufed to fing it for-us? ay 
droll fith; but ’tis an old thing, I dare fwear you have 

heard of it often. ‘ 


AIR XVIIL 


When [follow d a lafi that was froward ond joy, 
Ob! 1 fuck to ber fluff, till I made ber ports . 
Ob! I took her fo lovingly round the waif, 

And I faack’d ber lips and beld ber faft : 


When buy?d and baxid, 
She yo and fguali’d ; ie 
But though fhe vow'd all I did was in vain, 


Yel afed ber fo well that the bere it ine 
W sing, filers ’ ) 

Green was her gown upon the grafi; Yet 
“Ob! fach were the joys of our dancing day. eros 
- * . ” 

Se “Belt 


ie 
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Euf. Very well, Sir, upon my word. 


¥. Woodcock, No, no, I forget all thofe things now ; « 
but could do a little at them. once:—Well, ftay and eat” 


your dinner, and we'll talk about your teaching the 

irl—Lucy, take 7% thafter to your fpinnet, and fhew 
Fim what you can do—I muft go and give fome orders; 
then boity, toity, Bc. 


* SCENE IV, 


Lucinpa, Eustace. 


Lucin. My {weet .pretty papa, your moft obedient 
humble fervant; hah, hah, hah! was ever fo whimfical 
an accident! Well fir, what do you think of this? * 

Eufl, Think of it! I am in a maze. 

Luin, O your aukwardnefs! I was frigthened out of 
my wits, you should not take the hint; and if I had 


not turned matters fo Cleverly, we thould have been. 


utterly undone. 

Ea. "Sdeath | why would you:bring me into the 
houfe ? we could expeét nothing elfe: befides, fince 
they did furprife us, it would have been better to have 
difeovered the truth. 


Lucin. Yes, and neyer have feen one another after- - 


wards. I know my father better than you do; he has 
taken it into his head, J have no inclination for a huf- 
band ; and let me tell you, that is our beft fecurity; for 
if once he has faid a thing he will not be eafily perfua- 
ded to the contrary. 

Eufi. And pray what am I to do now? 

Lucin. Why, as 1 think all danger is pretty well over, 
finee he has invited you to dinper with him, flay; cn 
be ¢aurious of your behaviour ; and, in the. mean time, 
willconfider what is next to be doe, 

Ea. Wad not I better goto your father? 

Lucin, Do fo, while I endeavour to recover myfelf a 
little out oAthe flurry this affair has put me in. ; 

Eup Well, but what fort of a parting isthis, with- 
out fo much as your fervant, or good byeto you? No 
ceremony at all? bra you afford me ‘ne token to kcep 
up my fpirits till ing -ic 

Pee cain Me 
Eup. My angel! wea Y 


>< 1.8 : 


AIR 


as 5 - > is 
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ALR XIX. 


Euft. Lit rakes and libertines re aay) - 
. To fenfuul pleafures, range! 
Here all the fex’s charm: find, 
And né er can cool or change, 


Lucin. Let vaincoguets, and prudes conceal, = 
What moft ther hearts defire ; 
With pride my paffion I reveal, 
Ob! may it ne'er expire. 


Both. The fun foall ceafe to fpread its light, 
The flars ther orbits deave ; 
dind fair creation fink in wight, 
Wben I my dear deceive. 


SCENE V. 
A Garden. 
Enter RosseTra, mufing: 


Ref: If ever poor creature was in a pitiable ¢nndi- 
tion, furely lam. The devil take this fellow, I cannot 
get him out of my head, and yer I would fain perfuade 
myfelf I don’t care for him:- well but furely Tam not 
in love: let me examine my heart a little: 1 faw him 
kiffing one of the maids the other day; I could have 
boxed his ears for it, and have done nothing but find fault 
and quarrel with the girl ever fince. Why was uneaf} 
at his toying with another woman? what was itto me 
—Then I dream of him almoft every night—but that 
may proceed from his being generally uppermalt in my 
thoughts all day: Oh! worfe and worfe!—Well, be is 
certainly a pretty lad ; he has fomething uncormon about 
him, confidering his rank : —And pow let me only put 
the cafe, if he was nova férvant, would I, or would I 
not prefer ‘him to all'the nen I ever faw? Why, to be 
fure, if ot Was not a er Pll afk myfelf no 
more queftions, for the furthef I examine lefs rea- 
fon Titall have'e be fated eT oe 


a Loan toe ee? 
7 
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AIR XX. 


How blefi'd the maid, whofe bojom 
No head-frong paffion knows; 
Her days in joys foe paffes, 
Her nights in calm repoft. 
Where & er her fancy leads ber, 
“ No pain, no fear invades ber ; 
But pleafure, 
Without meafure, 
From ev'ry olje2 flowte 


SCENE VIL. - 


Younc Meapows, Rossetta. 


e ° 

Y. Meadpws. Do you come into the garden, Mrs. 
Roflettz, a put my lillies and rofes out of countenance; 
orto fave me the trouble of watering.-my flowers, by re- 
viving them? The fun feems to have hid himfelf a little, 
to give you an opportunity of fupplying his place. 

of. Where could he get that now? he never read it 
in the Academy of Compliments. 

Y. Meadows, Come don't affect to treat me with con- 
tempt; Ican fuffer any thing better than that; in thort, 
I love you; there is no‘more to be fuid: 1 am angry 
with myfelf for it, and ftrive all I can againft it; butan 
fpite of myfelf, I love you. 


AIR XXI, 


Tn vain 1 ev'ry art fay, 
¥ To pluck the venom’ d /oaft away 
That wirankles in-my heart ; 
Dep ix the centre fod, aid bound, 
& efforts “but enlarge the wound, 
Aud fiercer make the finart. - 


Rof Really, Mr. Phomas, this is tery improper + 
anguage 5 ix is what 1-don‘t underftand}; I can’t futfer 
it and in fhorty Idon’t like ir. * . 

Base Well, posters Ido don’t like me.” 

J don’r. 
ist “i dD, VY. Meadows 


ar a “ 
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Y. Meadows. Nay, but’tis.not fo; come, confefs you 


ove me. : 

Ref. Confefs! indeed I thall confefs no fuch thing: 
\befides, to what. purpofe should I confefs it? 

Y. Meadows, Why, 28 you fay, I don’t know ta what 
purpofe ; only it would be a fatisfaction to_me to hear 
you fay fo; that’s all, 

Ref. Why, if I did love you, I can affure you, you,, 
awou'd never be the better for it—-Women are apt enough 
‘to be weak ; we cannot always anfwer for our inclina4 
tions, but it is in our power not to give way to them; 
and, if I was fo filly; 1 fay, if 1 was fo indifcreet, 
«which 1 hope I am not, 3s to entertain an improper re- 
gard, when people’s circumflances are quite unfuitable, 
and there are obitucles in the way that cannot be fur- 
mounted— 

Y. Meadows. Oh! to be fare, Mrs. Rofetta, to be fure : 
you are entirely in the right of it—I—know very well, 
you and I can never come together, 

Reff, Well then, fince that is the cafe, as 1 affure you 
fris, I think we had better behave accordingly. 

¥. Meadows. Suppofe we make a barguin, then, ‘never 
to fpeak to one another any more? 

Ref. With all my heart. 

Y. Meadows. Nor look at, nor, if poffible, think of, 
-one another ? 

Rof. 1 am very willing. : 

Y. Meadows. And, as long as we flay in the houfe to- 
gether, never to take any notice? 

Ref. Ic is the bell way. 

Y. Meadows, Why, 1 believe it is—Well, Mrs. Rof- 
fetlam 


AIR XXIL 


Already the matter I've fawara: 
Y. Mead, Yet def me complain - 
Of the fates that ordain, 
A tryal fo bard to be borne. 
Rofl,” Wher cbings art nat fi, 
Hi ¢ foowld calanly fabmit; 


bs 
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Nov cure in relufance we [nd :: 
Yi Mead. Then shui I obey, 


Tear your image away 
And banifh you quite from my mind. 


Ref. Well, now, I think, I am fomewhat eafier: T 


am glad I have come to this explanation with him, be- 


., saufe it puts an end to things at once. 


Y. Meadows. Hold, Mrs. Rofferta, pray ftay a mo- 
ment—The airs this girl gives herfelf are intolerable: I 
find now the caufe of her behaviour; the defpifes the 
meannefs of my condition, thinking a gardner below the 


notice of a lady’s bine Tag ry *sdeath, I have a: 


good mind to difcover myfeil to her, 


Rof. Poor -wretch! he does not know what to make’ 


of it: I believe he is heartily mortified, bue I muft not 
pity him. ' 
» Meadows, It thall be fo; I will difcovér myfelf to 


het, ‘and leave the houfe direétly—Mrs. Rofletta—- 


(farting back)—Pox on it, yonder's the Juftice come 
into the garden! ‘ 

Ref. O Lord! he will walk round tlfis way; pra 
go about your bufinefs; I would not for the world he 
fhould fee us together. 

Y, Meadows, The devil take him: he’s gone acrofs the 
parterre, and can’t hobble here this half hour: I «mutt 
and will have a litde converfation with you. 

Ref. Some other'time, 


Y. Meadows. This evening, in the green-houfe, at’ 


the lower end of the canal; I have fomething to com- 
municate to you of importance, Will you meet me 
there? 

Rof. Meet you! ‘ 

7. Meadows. Ay; Lhave a fecret to tell you ;, and I 
fwear, from that moment, there fhall be an end of every. 
thing betwixt us, 

ReofWell, well, pray leave me now, 

Toft 1 dont You'll come are 

off. "t know, per may. 

TY. Meadows. Nay, me 

Roff, What fignifics 
mife—but I tell you 

Yr. a Snough—Yer before I leave you, let 


me defire ‘ou to believe 1 lowe you more than eyer man 
. ah De ” loved. 
= | 


es peomiing s°T may break my pro- 
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loved woman ; and that, when I relinquith you, I give 
up all that can make my lite fupportable. . 


AIR XxIIl. 


Ob! bow faall ] in language weak, 
My ardent paffion tel!; - 
Or farm my fait’ring tongue to fprak, 
That cruel word, Faretuell! 
Farewweli—but know, the? thus we party 
My thoughts can never firay i 
Go where 1 will, my conftant beart 
Muft with my charmer Stays 


SCENE IV, + 


Rossstra, Justiczs Woopcock.™ - 


Ref, What can this be that he wants to tell me: J 
havea firange curiofity to hear it, methinks—well— 

J. Woodeck, Hem: hem: Roffetra! = 

Ref. So, I thoughtthe devil would throw him in my 
way; now for a courtfhip of a different kind; but I'll 
give him a furfeit—Did you call me, Sir? 

F. Woodcock, Ay, where are you running fo faft? 

Ref. Iwas only going into the houfe, Sir, 

3. Woodcock. Wel}, but come here: come here, I fay. 
(Looking abcut) How do you do, Roffetta? 

Ref, Thank you, Sir pretty well. 

7. Woodcocky Why you lock as frefh and bloomy to 
day—Adad, you little flur, I believe you are painted, 

Ref, O! Si, you are pleafedto comp liment. i 

‘7. Woodcock. Adad, I believe you aie —let me try 

Roff. Lord, Sir! 

7. Weodeock, What brings you into thisygarden fo 
often, Roffetta? I hope you don’t ger eatin en fruit: 
and trafh; or have you a hankering after fine lover in 
dowlas, who fpoils my trees by engraving true-lovers 
knots on them, with your horn and buck-handled knives? 
I fee your name written upon the ceiling of the fervants | 
hall, with the fmoak of acandle; and Mufpe@— 


Rof, Not me, 1 hope;>Sir—No, Sir; I am of another 
Se es 


ee 
> , 


arent 


tulfe and fickle— 
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efs mind, I affure; you for, I have heard fay, men’ 


J. Woeodeok. Ay, that’s your flanting, idlé young fel- 
lows ; fo they are; and they are fo damn'd impudent, 
Twonder a woman will have any thing to fay to them ¢ 
befides, all that they want is fomething to brag of, and 
tell again. 

Ry. Why, I own, Sir, if ever I was to make a flip it 
fhould be with an elderly gentleman—about feventy, or 
feventy-five years of age. . 

FJ. Woodcock. No child, that’s out of reafon; tho’ T° 
have known many a man turned of threefcore with a + 
hale con{titution, 

Ref. Then, Sir, he thould be troubled with the gout, - 
have a good ‘trong, fubitantial, winter cough—and if 
fhould not like bim the worfe—if he had a fmall touch + 
of thesrheumatifm. . 

J. W wdcock. Pho, Pho, Rofletta, this is jetting. - 

RY. No, Sir, every body has a taite, and I have 
mine, , i 

J. Woodoock. Well, but Roffetta, have you thought oF» 
what I was faying to you? 

Ref. What was it, Sir? 

. ni Ab! you know, you know, well enough, 
u . 

Ref. Dear Sir, confider “ my foul ; would ‘you have 

** meendanger my foul? 

FJ. Woedcoch, ** No, no—Repent. - 

Roff: ** Belides, Sir confider,” what has a poor fervant 
to depend on but her charaéter? And, I have heard 
you gentlemen will talk one thing bejore, and 
alter. 

F. Woodcock. I tell you again, thefe are the idle, flath 
young dogs; but when you have to do with a flaid, fo 
inan— 

Rof. Anda magiftrate, Sir't 

J. R@odcock. Right; it’s’ quite a different thing——. 
Well, thall we, Roffetta, thall we? 

Ref Really, Sir, Idon’t know what to fay to it. 


AIR XXIv,., 
WY cung 1 am, and fore afraid: 
Weed Jost bart ame maid? 
3 . 
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Lead an innocent afiray ? 

Tempt me not, kind Sir, 1 prays 

Men too often we believe: 

And foauld you my faith dective, 

Ruin firft and then forfake, - 
Sure my tender beart wou'd break, 


‘ 7. Woodcock, Why, you filly girl, I won't do you any 
arm. 

Roff, Won't you, Sir? 

F. Woodcock. Not I. oi 

Ref. But won’t you indeed, Sir? 

7. Woodcock, Why 1 tell you I won't. 

Ref. Ha, ha, ha! 

7. Woodcock. Huffey Huffey. - 

Ref. Ha, ha, ha!—Your fervant, Sir, your fervant, 

J. Woodeack, Why, you impudent, audacious— 


SCENE Ix. 
Justice Woopcock, HawTuorn. 


Hawth. So, fo, juitice at odds with gravity '! his wor« 
fhip playing at romps !— Your fervanr, Sir, 

J. Woodcock. Haw: friend Hawthorn! 

Haut. 1 hope I don’t fpoil f{port, neighbour: I 
cheughe Thad the glimpfe of a petticoat as . came in 

cree 

J. Woodcor?, Oh! the maid. Ay, fhe has been ga- 
thering a fallad—But come hither, matter Hawthorn, 
and I'll thew you fome alterations 1 intend to make in 
my garden. ? . 

Hawth. No, no, I am no judge of it; befides, I 
want to talktovyou a little more about this—Tell me, 
Sir Jultice, were you helping your maid to gather a 
fallad here, or nga, eed taite in your impraye- 
ments, ch? Ha, ha, ha! Let me fee, allamong the rofes; 
egad, I like your notion; but_you lok a hvle blank 
upon it; you are uthamed @f the bufinels, then, are 
you? 


AIR XXY. 


Oons! neighbour, weer biujh for a trifle like this 3 
What barn with a fair one te toy and te kif, ? ” 


“ > 
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The greateft and gravefi—a truce with primace— 
Weald do the fare thing, were they in the fame place. 
No age, no profeffion, no flation is free; 

To oan beauty pi bend's the knee: 


Fhat power, refifile/s, no firength can eppe/t, 
We all love a pretty girl-——under the rof?. 


J. Woedeock, I profefs, mater Hawthorn, this -is all 
Indian, all Cherokee language to me; I don’t under- 
itand a word of it. : 

Hawth, No, may be not: well, Sir, will you read this 
letter, and try whether you can underftand that; it is 
jult brought by a fervant, who [thys for an anfwer. 

J. Woodcock. A letter, and to me! (taking the letter. ) 
Yes it isto me; and yet I am fure it comes from no 
correfpondent, that 1 know of. Where are my fpetacles ? 
mot but # can fee very well without them, mafter Haw- 
thorn ;, but this feems to be a fort of a crabbed hand, 


SIR, 


I am afbamed of giving you this trouble ; buf I am informed 
there is an unthinking boy, a fon of mine, now difzuiftd and 
inyour ferwice, in the capacity of a gardener: Tom ts a lit- 
tle wild, but an bonft lad, and no fool either, tho’ I am his 
father that fay it, Tom—oh, this is Thomas, our gar- 
dener; I always thought that he was a better man’s 
child than he appeared to be, though J never mentioned 


it. 

Hawth. Well, well, Sir, pray let’s hear the reft of 
the letrer. 

F. Woodcock. Stay, where is the place? Oh, here: J 
am come in quefl of my runaway, and write thisat ax-innin 
your village, while I an fwalowing a morfil of dinner: be- 
caue not baving the Vesyptd of your acquaintame, | did not 
care to intrude, without giving you notice (Whoever this 
perfon is@he undefftands manners), J beg dave to 
avait on you, Sir ; but defiragyou would keep my arrival a fe» 
éret, particularly from tht young man. ‘ 


Witttam Meapvows, 


ene a 
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I'll affure you, a very well worded, civil letter Do 
know any thing of the perfon who writes ir, neigh- 
ur? . 

Hawth. Let me confider—Meadows—by dad I be- 
Neve it is Sir William Meadows of Northamptonshire ; 
and, now I remember, ‘heard, fome time ago, that the 
heir of that family had abfeonded, on account of a mar- 
riage that was difagreeable to him. It is a good many 
years fince I have feen Sir William, but we were once 
well acquainted ;. and, if you pleafe, Sir, I will go and 
conduct him to the houfe. 

3. Wovaock, Do fo, matter Hawthorn, do fo——Bur, 

ray what fort of a man is this Sir William Meadows ? 
4 he a wife man? 

Hawth, There is no occafion for a man that has five 
thoufand pounds a year, to be a conjuror ; but I fuppofe 
you afk that queftion becaufe of this ftory aboyt his ior ; 
taking it jor granted, that wife parents make wife chil- 
dren. , 

FJ. Woodcock. No doubt of it, matter Hawthorn, no 
doubt of it warrint we fhall find now, thar this young 
rafcal bas fallen in love with fome mynx, againft his fa- 
ther’s confent—Why, Sir, if I had as many children as 
king Priam had, that we read of at fchool in the deftruc- 
tion of Troy, not one of them fhould ferve me fo. 

Hawt. Well, well, neighbour, perhaps not; but we 
fhould remember when we were young ourfelves ; and I 
was as likely to play an oid don fuch a trick in my day, as 
e’er a {park in the hundred; nay between you and me, 
I hadone it once, had the wench been ag willing as 1y 


AIR XXVI 


My Dolly was the faireft thing ! 
Her breath difelos'd the faveets of Jpring ; 
And if for jammer you wou'd feck, 
"Twas painted in ber eye, her cheek; * 
Her felling bofom, tempting ripe, ¥ 
ms fruitful autumn wai the ¢ 

ut, when my tender tale I ad, 
L found her heart was winter cold. 


J. Woodceck, Ab, you were always a fcape-grace rattle- 
Hath, 
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Hawth, Odds heart, neighbour Woodcock, don’t tell 
me, young fellows will be young fellows, though we 
preach till we’er hoarfe again; and fo there’s an. end 
on'te 


SCENE X 
Justice Woopcock’s hall. 


Hopce, Marcery. 


Hodge. So, miftrefs, who let you int 

Marg. Why, I let myfelf in. 

Hedge, Indeed! Marry come up! why, then pray let 

ourfelf out again, Times are come to a pretty pal; 
Y chink ‘ou might have had the mannefs to knock at the 
door firit— What does the wench ftand for? 

* Marz. ? want to know if his worthip’s at home. 

Hoage, Well, what's your bufinefs with his worfhip ? 

Marg. Perhaps you will hear that—Look ye, Hodge, 
it does not fignify talking, 1 am come, once for all, to 
know. what you intends to do; for I won’t be made a 
fool of any eRe 

Hodge, You won't. 

Marg. No, that’s what I won’t, by the beft man that 
ever wore a head; I am the make-game of the whole 
village upon your account ; and I'll try whether yout 
mafler gives you toleration in your doings. 

Hodge. You will? 

Marg, Yes thav’s what I will; his worthip fhall’ be 
acquainted with all your pranks, and fee how you will 
like to be fent for a toldier, 

Hodge. There’s the door; take a friend’s advice and 
go about your bufinefs. ; 

Marg.. My bufinefs is with his worfhip ; and I won't 
go Ml I fees him. ; 

Hodge. k you, Madge, if you make any of your _ 
orations hfe, never ftir if 1 don’t fet the dogs at you— 
Will you be gone ? 

larg. I won't. 


Hodge, Here Towzer, (whifling) whu, whu, whu, 


AIR 
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Was ever poor fellow fo plagu’d with a vixen ? 
Zawns! Madge don’t provoke me; but mind what J Jay 5. 
You've chofe a wrong parfon for playing your tricks on, 
So pack up your alls and be trudging away: 
You'd better be quiet, 
And not breed a riot ; 
Sblood muft I fland prating with you bere all day? 
Pe got other matters to mind ; 
May hap you may think me an afi; 
But to the contrary you'll find: 
A fine piece of work by the mafit 


SCENE XI, 


“ 
Rossetta, Hopce, Marcter.. 


Ref. Sure I heard the voice of difeoml here—as I live 
an admirer of mine, and, if I miftake not, a rival—I’l 
_ have forte fport with them—how now fellow-fervant, 
_ what's the matrer:? 
Hoge. Nothing, Mrs. Roffetta, only this young wo- 
man wants to {peak with his worfhip—Madge follow. me. 
Marg.. No Hodge, this is your fine madam ; but Lam 
as good flefh and blood as fhe, and have as cleara fkin tao, 
tho’f I mayn’t go fo gay ; and now the’s here Vl tell 
her a piece of my mind. 
Hoagr. Hold your tongue, will you? 
Marg. No, 1’1\ {peak if I die for it. 
Ref, What's the matter, L fay ? 
Hodge. Why nothing I tell you ;—Madge— 
Marg. Yes, but it is fomething, it’s ail along of fhe, and 
fhe may be «thamed of herfelf, ‘ 
Ref. Biefs me,. child, do you dire your difcourfe to 
me ? 
Marg. Yes, I do, and to nobody elf ; there was not: 
a ‘kinder foul breathing than he was till of late ; Ivaad 
never a crofs word from him till.he kepr you company ; 
but all the girls about fay, there is no fuch ching as keep- 
ing a fweetheart for you, 
Ref: Do you bear this, friend Hodge ?* ; 
Hodge. 


a 





A COMIC OPERA, 35 
Hodge. Why, you don’t mind the I hope ; but if that 


sexes her, I do like you, I do; my mind runs u 


nothing elfe; and if {0 be as you was agreeable to it, I 
would marry you to night, before to-morrow, 

Marg: You're a nafty monkey, you are parjur’d, you 
know you are, and you deferve to have your eyes tore 


our. 

Hodge. Let me come at ber—I’il teach you to call 
names, and abufe folk. 
Marg. Do firike me ; you a man! 
Ref. Hold, hold—we hall have a battle here prefent- 
ly, and I may chance ro get my cap tore off—Never 
exafperate a jealous woman, ‘tis taking a mad bull by 
the horns—Leave me to manage her, 
Hodge. You manage her! I'll kick her, 
Ref. No, no, it will be more fommy credit, to get the 
better of he? by fair means—I warrant I'll bring her to 
reafon. 
Hodge. Well, do fo then—But may I depend wu 
you P ehen thal I {peak to the parfiin ? i ie 
Ref: We'll talk ot that another time—Go. . 
Hodge. Madge, good bye. 
Ro. The brutality of this fellow thocks me!—Oh¢ 
man, man—you are all alike—A bumkin here, bred at 
the barn-door ! had he been broughr up in a court, could 
he have been more fathionably vicious? thew me the 
lord, "“fquire, colonel, or captain of them all, can out-do 
Me 


ATR XXVIIL 


Crafe, gay feducers, pride to take 
ie baneghe oa ln fds Pag 
Since clowns as well can ad the rake, 


* A; thofe in bigher /phere. 


Wibere then to foun 
ik bpederee 
dn ev'ry rank, in ev'ry fate, 
Poor woman finds a ft, 


as 
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SCENE xt. 
‘Rossetra, Maken: 


“Marg. 1 am teady to burit, 1 can’t fay in the’ Sie 


haf Hl child, come hither, | 


arg. Don’t fpeak to me, don’t you. . 

" Ref. Well, but I have fomething to fay ou of 
cot uence, "and that will be ‘for your g "T duppote 

en promifed you marriage. 

Ay, or he fhould never have prevail’d upon me. 

vie “Well, now yon fee the ill confequence of truft- 

ing to fuch promifes : when ance a man hath cheated a 

woman of her virtue, the has:no. longer hold of him ; he 

defpifes her for wanting that which he hath robb’d her 

of; and, like 2 lawlefs.conqueror, triumphs in the ruin 
he hath occafioned. 

Marg.—Nan ! ’ 

Ro However, I hope the rience you have got, 
though fomeWwhat dearly purchafed, will be of ufe to you 

r the future ; and as to any defigns I have upon the 
ect of your lover, you may make yourfelfeaty, for Laf- 
fureyou, I fhall be no dangerous rival, fo go your ways 
and be a good girl, 

Marg, Yes—I don’t very well underftand her talk, 
but I fuppofe that’s as much as to fay the’ll keep hint 
herfelf; well let her, who cares, I don’t fear getting ber- 
ter nor he is any day of the year, for the matter of that ; 


and I have a oe come into my head that may be will 
be more to my advantage. 


AD RgXxIK. 


Since Hodge proves sngratefil, no further D Il. fuk, 
But go up to the town in next week 5 
A fervice in London is se fachdiirert 


. 


Aud Regifter's office auill get mea 

- ie Fr Bio at indo Li fins 

p Bf in ber landing an end ! 

fs : idee! t is te meaean . \ 
ics yt a vider girls do? ; | 


Sel 


7 





inawene " 
Biter RowsatFi dat LGB RE 


Ref. Ha! ha! ha! Oh ‘admirible, wot shetty 
ridiculous. And fo your father is’con 
mufic-mafter, and“will have ia fuch, 
your aunt can fay to the con yi 

Luciani My father and he, ent are the be? 
a ever faw : and’ have been vind Ol 

ideous duets! Bobbing’ Joan, and 
the a King Heaven ‘knows where Euttice 
them up; but he*has'gone throu a gt tie of 
Pills to purge Meluncholy, ‘with m3 ast 

Ref, And have-you télolved to fake wing =e 

Licin, his very night, my dear: niy Pri. 
from hence this evening, but no farther 
where he has left his horfes ; and at twelwe prec 
will be witha poft-chaife at the little gate tifarop 
the lawn into the road, where I have pi ifed" 













a ae Then'depend-upor it, I'l) bear yorttco 
Lucin. We {hall fhip out when the ‘finily! ate amas 
and I have prepared Hodge abreadg: | ‘Well, Thapeswe 
fhall be happy. 
Ref. ever. doubt ite 


a 


4 AIR XXX. =e 
In love oould.there meet fond ee 
Untutor'd by fajbion or er ; defy x sor 
Whoje wifbes are warm and fencere, 
Whofe words are'th excefaof the ‘ete m 
J Yeh of fubfpantial deli ~ hurl 
‘Ti; abe hee ca be fd if S 
U ag —_ 
oon nah the timer phere : Aas 
tel 
Che 
yoke =< % aad Oe UE 
; "A pawl hous ys abe hed 
rt £ SCENE 
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SCENE XIV, 
Rosserta, Lucinpa, Hawrnorn 


Hawth, Lucy, where are you ? 
Lucia. Your pleafure, Sir? 
_ Raf..Mre Hawthorn, your Jo aga 
“Hawth. What, my little x-wagtail! The very 
gouple I with’d to meet: come hither both of you. 
Hy. Now Sir, what would you fay to both of us? 
. Hawth. Why, let me look at youa little—have you 
goton your beft ps, and. your beft faces? Jf nop 
ant trick yourfelves out direétly, for I’ll tell you a 
ecret—there will be a young batchelor in the 
within thefe three hours, that may fall to the thare of 
one of you, if you look tharp—but whether miftreis or 


- Rof. Ay, marry, this is fomething ; but how do you 
‘know whethereither miftrefs or maid will chink him worth 


ce? 
ky Sng Follow me, follow me ; I warrant we. ; 

Lucin. Igan affure you, Mr. Hawthora, Dam very 
difficult to pleafe. , 

Ref. And foam I, Sir, 

Hawwth, Indeed ! 


AIR XXXI. 


Well come, let us bear what the eg ny} pofe 
Who may bope at your feet to implore with fucce/s? 
Rofl. He wuft % 


sf be, frft of all 
Straight, comely, and tall : 
Lucin, Neither aukward, 
Roff. Nor felipe, 
Lucin. ~ Nor apifp, 


a See 
— Nor ae Srould bis fortune be fail, 
Hawth. What think of « captain ? 
Lain, Al Siyter sadaonents? 
Bawth. What think’ of a Yfquire ? 
Rolf, To bv left far bis bounds, 


oo 


— 


* _ Pc oPeERA. =. 


oat that is form'd to my mind, 
Lucin. be genties ing and feds Sse, 
hings in Paaiey beer : 
Roff. Ha fmf bi gakednth— 

: = fometimes be filent and blind, - 
Hawth. @ moft rare matrimonial receipt! 
Roff. on it, x fair, inthe choice of amate ; 
Lucin, Remeinbery ” tis wedlock a your fate, 


ov ti 


~~ 


“ 

* > 
e % 

” 
, » *) 
2 a Pe wy 
te 

‘ v > ¥ ”- 

Ewnp or tna Seconn Act, f 

é * e ; 
%% 

“ 

a 
. 
; ; 
r = 

; ” n 

; 
} yr E2 - ACT 

yee Te ie = tg ‘ * we at 

—« - 





ge. LOVE IN A. VILLAGE: 


‘ iA 


ACT UL SCENE I. 





| ’ 
A parhur in Yosrice Woonecer's boufe. Enter Sir 
Witiam Meapows, followed by HawTuorn. 


Sir Will, L — gern, this is _ ty 
» this is mi merry, faith ; 
ha! ha! ha! Bi prs the like fied cf ects boy, 
Tom, fhould run away from me, for fear of being forced 
to marry a girl be never faw? that fhe fhould _ 
from her father ; for fear of being forced to warry hith ; 
and that they fhould-ran into one another’s arms this 
way in difguife, by mere accident ; againfl their confente, 
and without knowing.it, as a body may fay! May I ne- 
ver do an il] turn, mafter Hawthorn, if it is not one of 
the oddeft adventures partly — 
Hawth. Why, Sir William, it is a romance ; a novel ; 

a plesfanter hifiory by half, than the loves of Doraftus 
and Faunia : we hall have ballads made of it within thefe 
two months, ferting forth, how a young yee, became 
a ferving man of Faw ree; and it willbe Muck up 
with Margaret’s Ghoft and the Spanith Lady, againit the 
walls of every cottage in the country. 

* Sir Will, But what pleafes me belt of all, matter Haw- 
thorn, is the ingenuity of the girl. May I never do an 
HL turn, when | was called out of the room, and the 
fervant faid the wanted to fpeak to me, if I knew 
what to make on’t: but when the little gipfey took me 
fiade, and told me her name, and how matters ftogi, I 
was quite aftonifhed, asa body may fay ; and could not 
believe it partly ; till her young frend, that-he is with 
here, affured me of the truth on’t: Indeed, at laft, 1° 
bape © wale oe though I have not fet eyes 
op net fince fhe was the height of a. full-grown. 


4. Well, Sir William, your fon as yet knows 
nothing of what has happened, aor of your Sing come, 


A COMIC OPERA. 3 


hither; and, if you'll follow my counfel, welll & 
fome fort with and his miftrefs pir Sone ; 
in the garden this evening by appointment, 

dre{s herfelf im all her wees will you ler me ain wnt 


proceedings in this affair 
Sir Will, With nahn iets mafter Hawthorn, With 
all my heart, do what you will with fre fay what you 
pleafe for me; 1 am fo overjoyed, and fo happy — 
I never do an ill turn, but Iam very ghid to fee'you 
and partly as much pleafed at thar as any thing elie, 
for we have been merry together before now, when We 
were fome years younger: well, and how has’ the world . 
with you, mafter Hawthorn, fince we fw oheano-- 
laft? 
 Bawtb. Why; pretty well, Sir William, I have no 
reafor to complain : every one has a mixture of four 
sMweets: but, in the main, I believe, I have 
done in a degree as tolerably as my neighbours, — . 


AIR XXXII 


The aworld is a nwell furnifi'd table 6 
Where. gusfls are promi/e ‘owfly fet 5 se 
We all fare aswell aswe're able, ot ue 
And feramble for whatwe camgit — 
My fimile holds to a tittle, they i That 
«>. Some gorgt, aubile fone’ arte bave a wa 
But / Jncadne me ns, ' li ’ 
Encugh eee afep.- ani} 
a 3” 


‘scENE Il. 


Sir Wins. Msapow s, Haw?wor x, RosseTra,- 


. Sir William, I pardon for detaining you, 
but fare, Sa had fo mych di sity in adjuiting my) bors 
“* 


‘tie i. May I-never do anil cu turn but they fit you 
oat, yawn ou look yery well, fo youdoz Cockibones 

ther will. chuckle ams he comes to hear 
this Her father, mafter Hawthorn, is as worthy a 
inant as res by Head, and hs bee ae ou ou 


5 ma 
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fenfes fur the lofs of her~But fell.me hoffey, has. not 
this been. all a feheme, a pieve of .conjurstion between 
ee and iny fon? Faith 1. am half, perfuaded it has, it 
oks fo like hocus pocus as a body may fay.- 
Ref. Upon my honour, Sir Pal what has hap- 
, pened hie beeit the i efiest of chance; T Combi 
unknown to your nd he unknown tome: I never 
in the leaft ufpedted. that Thomas the gardner was .o- 
i than his appearance fpoke| him; and leafl of all, 
that he was a perfon with. whom L had fo clofe acon- 
nection. Mr. Hawthorn can teftify. the aftonithment I 
was in when he firft informed me of it; but 1 thoughe 
it was my duty to-come to an immediate explanation with 


ws Sir Ui ill, 16 not fle aneat wench, mafter Hawthorn? 
May Jenever deo an ill turn but the is—But, you little 
il, how came this love affair. ging: dite 
; 1 have told you the whole trath very. in 
oufly, Sir: fince your fon and I have ‘been ee 
ervants, as I may call it, m this houfe, J have had more 
than reafon to “Tutpedt he had taken a liking tome; and I 
will own with equal Pi franknel had I not looked-upon him 
as 4 perfon fo much below me, 1 fhould have had no ob- 
jection to rectiving his courthhip,. 

Hawth, Well faid, by the lord Harry, all above board, 
fair and open, 

Rof. Perhaps I may be cenfured by fome for this 
candid decluration ; but I love to fpeak my fentiments ; 
and J affure you, Sir William, in my opinion, } thould 

prefer a er, with your fon’s good qualities, to a 
Knight of the fire without thear, | 


2 Oe 
Fatt 
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"Tis not wealth, it is not birth, > ee 
Can value to the foul convey; A 
" Mintapelys feerase worth, li Sh 


ch chance nor xt, nar tae aay, uty 
ies lef = x ‘f ‘ 
warm, watur. 3 Lett rowil 
Wank inbred inbred flamer, be nobly g mat : 
Nor needs the aid of burrow tah = ie ay 
+ “Bawih, 


. 
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Hawih, Well, but, Sir, we lof timeis. not this a» 
bout the ner eepebaind to ngee incheigpipad nis 
' Ref. Pretty.neac ites . 

Hawth, Oons- then ‘whe dare ies forts Come, my 
old friend, come along,,and by the way we wil confule 
how to manage your-interview. 

Sir Wil', Ay, but I muf {peak aaword. or two to my 
man about the. horfes firit, 


SCENE IL . 


Rossetta, Hopck. 


Well—What’s the bufinefs? 
he. Madam— Mercy onus, I crave pardon ! 
Hpdge, don’t you know me? 
* pia ta! ‘wi 


Hodge, Know you, ecod I. don't know whether I do 
or not: never ftir,,if Idid not shink it was+fome | 
belonging to the ftrange gentlefolks: why you ben’t di- 
= this way to go to the ftatute dance prefently, be 
you? 

Ry. Have patience and you'll fee :—but is there 
thin zami Ag ge po ‘came in fo abruptly ? 

«. Amifs! why there’s ruination. 
Rot How, where! 

Hodze, ees with MifsLucinda: her aunt has catch’d 
fhe a tleman. above ‘fairs, and over-heufd wll 
their love ir urfe, 

Ref. You don’t fay fo! > 

Hodge. Ecod, 1 had like tohave pop’d in among them 
this initant ; -but, good luck, TMheard Mrs. Deborah's 
pont and run pe again, as faft as ever my legs could 


Rp Eg, Ip sect eater ip the hacks? , 
his worhhip! an no, he is gone into the 

fclde © talk with the ves aryner ene 
Ref. Poor Lucinda, I with I could go up to her, but 


“Epes -'- 


£ . “ 1 


—. : Hedges 


ie at i ~ 7 


~~ 


AE, 4 ; Ps oe 
yy! LOVE UN a VILLAGE: 
Hot ‘Odds bobs, 1 mu bave one’ fmack of your 

Bef. Oh ftand off, you know I never allow liberties. 
Hod: Nay, but why fo coy, there’s reafon in roaft- 

i eggs; 1 would not deny you fuch a thing. : 

' of. That's kind: ha, ha, ha—Bur what will become 
of Lucinda ? Sir William waits for me, I muft be gone. 
Friendthip, a moment our leave ; yet as our ~ 

. fags tate bees carson Ae a joys; I already lofe 
the remembrance of alt former pains and anxieties. 


AIR XXXIV. 


The traveller benighted, 

And led thre” wears'd way, 
The lamp of day new lighted, 

With joy the dawn Jurviy, ‘~*~ 
The rifing profpects viewing, 

Bach hook 15 forward caft 5 
A bis courfe purfuing, 

or thinks of what is paft. 


SCENE Iv. 


Honce, Mrs, Desoran Woopcock, Lucinpar 


Hodge. Hilt, fay! don’t I hear a noife ? 

Lucin.. (withie) Well, but dear, dear aunt-— 

Mrs. Deb, (within) You need not {peak to me, for it 
does not fignify. 

Hodge. Adwawns they are coming here! ecod 1”!! 
ov of the way—Murifin take it, this door is bolted now! 


; fo. 
Mrs, Del. Getalong, get along ; (driving in Lucite 
before ber) you are a Sade ts thin name of Woodcock ; 
but [was refolved to find you out, for I have fi you 
a great while, though your father, filly man, will have’ 
er eper innocents» So 
_ Lucin, What fhall I do? Cm ime oe 
» Mrs, Deb. 1 was determined to difeover what you and 
_ your pretended mufic-maiter were about, and Jay in wai 
: - on 


ae 


’ 


=e 


= . — 
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on putpofe: I believe he thought to efcape me, by fli; 
ing into the clofet When I knocked at the door; but - 
was even with*him, for now I have bim under lock and 
key, and pleafe the fates there he thal! remain till your 
father comes in : I will convince him of his error, whee 
ther he will or not. 

Lucin, You won't be fo-cruel, I am fure you won't: I 
thought’ had made you my friend by telling you the 
truth. 

Mr:.Deb.. Telling me the truth, quotha!-did I not 
overhear your fcheme of running away to-night, thro’ the 
partition? did not I find the yery bundles pack’d up in 
the room with you ready for going off? No, Seontulie 
1 found out the truth by my own ity, tho’ your father 
feys Lam a fool, but now we'll be judged who is the 
wie an hoheft Tervant he has got, 

Hedge. Madam ! : 

Mrs, Deb, You were to have been siding and affilting. 
them in their efcape, and have been the go-between,, it 
feems,, the letter-carrier | 

Hodge, Who, me, madam ! , 

Mrs. Deh. Yes, you, firralt. 

Hodge, Mifs Lucinda, did. Tever carry a letter for 
you? I'll make my affidavy before his worthip — 

Mrs. Det. Go, go, you are a villain, hold your 


gt d you, Mr. Rafcal, my brother thall know 


—— 

im. Lown, aunt, I have been very faulty in tthis- 
affair ; I don’t pretend to excufe myfelf; butwe are all 
fubjeét to. Frailjies; confider that, and judge of me b 


yourlelf; you were once young, and inexperienced as 
am, 


s 
AIR XXXV. 


. 
Tf ever a inclination 
a re rd bofam to rob'you of refi ; 
Refit? with a little compaffion, 
On the Loft gansi, ‘which prevail’d in my breafl.. 
Ob where, where would you fly me? nike 
. Cun you deny me thus torn and difiveh ? - 


= when 
fay oT deeb eed, eae hs régquefl ? 


. 


Kueling 


Be vows tk ‘A VILLAGE; 


: before your ag ta st Bi bray 
om on me figs crying, djing 5 soi 
Ab! iis there no language can move ? © 

Uf I have been too Tbety “ne 
His aves the confl:a ” and love. 4 
 Mrr, Deb, This is mighty pretty romantic ‘ftaff! but 
you learn it out of your play- and novels; Girls 
time had other employments, we worked at out 
gendici, and kept ourfelves from idle thoughts: before I 
Was your age, 1 had finifhed with my own fingers, a com- 
plete fet of chairs, and a fire-fereen in tent-{titch ; four 
counterpancs in Marfeilles quilting ; and the creed and 

the ten commandments, in the hair of our om a 
‘was fram“d - sees "d, and hong over the parlour chim- 


’ «piece, ee. andfather 
a Wethan thun fe er re a idare in Wie tir houfe.” aaron 


into a book, but when I faid my pra except it was 
the Complete Houfewife, or the great ly receipt. 
book: whereas you are always at your ftudies! Ah, I 
never knew a woman come to good, thar was fond of 
reading, 

Lac. Well, pray, madam, let me prevail on you to 
give me the key to let Mr. builtace out, and I promife, 

never will proceed a fep farther in this bufineis, Wwith- 
out your advice and approbation, 

Mr:. Deb. Gave nut 1 told you already. wy refolution ? 
—Where are my clogs and my bonnet? PU go cut to 
my brother in the fiekis ; I’m a fool, you know, child, 
now ler’s fee what the wit’s will th.sk of themfelves— 
Don’t hold ine— 

Lucia, Wav not goipg —I have thought of-a way to 
be even with, you eye may-do as you pleafe. ‘' 


"Well, I thonghe? rod cae i ite his, I 
I did id’nt—So herds aioe ji > 

me—They can’t fend me 

fecing there was no trent fi 





COMIC OPERA. <. 
gated to know my mafter did not allow of their meet- 
ings :—The worlt they ean do, is to rurn me off, and [ 

* am fure the place is no fuch arent put purchafe—indeed, I 
fhould be forry to leave Mrs. Roffetta, feeing as how 
ne are fo near being brought to ah a betwixt 

; but the and I may keep company all as one; and 
I "find Madge has been {peaking with. Gaffer Broad- 
wheels, the waggoner, about her carriage up to London : 
fo that I have got rid of and I am fare I have rea- 
fon to be main glad of it, for the led me a wearifome 
life—But that’s a way of them all. 


AIR XXXVI. 
4 plague on thofe wenches, thay make fech a pether, 


When once they have let’n a man bave bis will ; 4 
Tay Fs aye ubining for fomething or other, ‘ 
Ard cry he’s unkind in his carriage. 
What tha'f be freaks them ne’ er fo fairly, 
Still they keep teaxing, teazing om : 
‘on Cannot perfiadte’ ent, 
"Till promife you've made "tt ; 
road afigr they’ we pot it, 
rot it, 
Their UR hate they're ruin’ findone'? 
And then ta be fure, Sir, ’ 
There isbut one cure, Sir, 
Audsall their difcoufe is of marriage. 


-SCENE VI. 
A Greenboufe, 


Enter Younc Meranows. 


Y. Meadows. 1 am g lad I had the precaution to bri 
this fuit of Seatin ia-tn bundle, though hard}: res 
' myfelf in them again, appear fo ttrange, feel fo 
unweildy. However, my ’g jacket on no 
wonder this, not come (. wy for 2d 
he village fe 2th nk ra wie 
iii lh ial = ine gaffe 








1 a a kta 
ele How much fuperior beauty ares, rake rae 
Bein: WA flied Sell Rede. cresiteen 
But with refifilefs force it draws, ree) 

To fenfe and fwectnifi join'd., 

V4 cafket, & 00 ourward es — 

The workman's art is feen, ue 


I: doubly valw'd, awhen we know . —\ 
i es @ gem within, 


Bark! fhe comes. 
SCENE VIL 


)) Buster Sir Wrttiam Meavows and HAW fioRSs 
Y. Meadows. Confufion! my father! What can’ this 

mean? eh . 

» Sir Will, Tom, are not you'a fad boy, Tom, to bri 

‘mea bundred and forty miles here—M y I never ae 

ilisurn, but you deferve to have your broke ; and 

Thave a good mind, partly—What, firrah, don’t you 


think it worth yourwhiletofpeak tome? ' 
Damar Forgive me, Sir; Lown I have been ih 
a fault. 


Sir Wil. In a fault! to run away from) me becaule 

I was going to do you good—May I never do vn ill turn, 

Mr. Hawthorn, if I did not pick out as Bre gil for him, 

tly, as any in England; and the rafcal run away 

Foe me, and came here.and turn’d gardener. And pray 

what.did you propgf to yourfelf, Tom? I know you 

. were always fo Botany as they call it; did you in- 
tend'to keep the trade , and advertife fruitzt 

ees ee to fad it Meadow’s n a 

Harwth. No, Sir’ ages ron atin eine g 

defigned to lay bythe profes for he’ has 














Sir Will. ‘No-matter, Tom, no matter; it was partly 
by accident, as a body may fay; bat what does that fig- 
* oify—tell me, "boy iow flands your ftomach 3 


matrimony ; do you think you could digeft a wife now ? 


1. Meadows. Pray, Sir, don’t mentiom itz T fhall ale 


ways behave myfelf as a dutiful fon ought ; I will never’ 
any without your confent, and I hope yatvon't feed 
me to do it againft my own. 

Sir Will. Is not oy mighty grovel maiter Haws 
thorn ? Why, dirrah, did you ever fee the lady I d 
onto? y y y , cfigne d 

+ Meadows. Sir, I don’t doubt the lady’s merit: 
at prefent, I am not difpofed—— mi .. 

Hauth. Nay, but young gentleman, fair and foftly, 
you fhould pay fome-tefpect to your father in this matter. _ 

Sir, Will, Reivsa, matter Hawthorn! I tell you he 
fhalf’ marry’ “her, or I'll difinherit him! there’s 4 
Look you, Tom, not to make any more words of the 
matter, I have brought the lady here with me, and I’ 
fee you contracted before we part; or you fall delve and 
plant cucumbers as long as you live, i.e 

Y. Meadows. Have you brought the lady here, Sir? J 
am forry for it. . 

Sir Will, Why forry ? what then you won’t marry 
her ? we'll fee that! Pray, mafter Hawthorn, condudt 
the fair one in——Ay, Sir, you may frét, and dance - 
about, trot at the rate of fifteen miles an hour, if you 
pleafe, but marry whip me, I'm refolv’d, 


SCENE. VIIL 
$ ' - 
Sir Wittiam Meapows Hawrtons, Young 


: Meapows, Rosserrs, 


‘Hazeth. Here is the lady, Sir William. 

Sir Will, Come in, nailed but turn your’ face from 
him—he would not marry you becaufe he had not feen 
you; but I'll let him know ps mn fhall be his, and 
presse prvaberr eat Pm: ore hhe fees you, or uot 
an acre of eflaie=Pray, Sir, walk this way. 


Yr. 
: -\ 

Cohs'. 

: af . ~ 

Sl ek Js “ . 







“COVE IN AWVILLAGE: 


_YMeadpws. Siry I cannot help thinking your conda® © 
a little extraordinary ; but, fince you urge me fo.clofely, 
i mult ell you my. affections are en 

Sir Will. How, Tom, how! 

7. Meadows. A was determined, Sir, to have got the 
*better of my inclination, and never have done a ching 
awhith I knew would be difagreeable to you. 

\. * Sir Will. And pray, Sir, who are your affections en- 
§ to? Letme kuow that. 
' 


+ Meadows. To a perfon, Sir, whofe rank and fore 
may be no recommendations to hers but — 
rah, Fins and accom plifhments entitle her to a monarch. I 
aa. forry, Sir, it’s impoflible for me to comply with 
+ ‘your commands, and 1 hope you will nut be if 
© A qait vour wer co rr % 
© © Ber Hill, Nor not in the lea a 
| “Dbufinefa. a 
MY. Meadows. Sir, I obey. 
Hauth., Now, madam, is the tima 
- gee advances, Young Meadows tures round and jus 


“ ly 


AIR XXXVI, 


Rof, — § When we fee a lover langui/d, 
* And bis truth and bonsur prove, 
* Ab! how fructet to heal bis an, guifh, 
fy : * And repay bim Jove for Jove. 


Sir, Will, Well, Tom, will you go away from me now ? 

Hawjh. Perhaps, Sir William, your fon does not like 
the lady ; and it fo, pray don’t put a force upon his 
inclination. , 

T. Meadows, You need not have taken this method) 
Sir, to let me fee you are acquaimed with my folly, 
whatever my inclinations are. 

Sir Will, Well, but Tom, Cuppote } give sy coteat 

Cal 3 marrying the young ame , 
Meador, Your confeni, Sir , 

SF Gon rete 
* far enough s F fon isin a kind of em 
* ment, ani J dou” redpier acit; lu this lester, ie 
‘T seccived from him a few days beiore'T left mi 


teed <7 kia eu | 


es 


c 


= “3 


| ae 


' 
| 


“i father’s hoinfe, wil, Yop, and ote t 
y 


_ © He cannot be fprprifed that I ran fronr 


© man who exp fo much diflike to me ; 


* has happened fince chance has brought us tr et in 


* mafquerade, there ismo occafion for me toi 
* of. 


jet of me. 
Sir Widl. May T never do an ili turn, T*om, if itis me 


trurh ; this is my. friend’s daughter, 

Y. Meadow. Sir! 

Ref. Even fo; ’tis very true indeed = In those 
have not been a more whimfica! gendeman then | have @ 
gentle woman; but you fee we are defigned for one anor 


ther ’tis plain Wa 
De ow not, madam, what I either. hear 


or fee ; 4 thouland things are crowding on my fread 


ination ; while, Inke one juli awakened trom a dreuilty 


doubt which is reality, which delufion, 


Sir Will, Well then, Tom, come into the air Bee 


und recover yourfelf, 

TY. Meadows, Nay, dear Sir, have a littie patience ; 
do you give her to me? 

Sir Wit, Give her to you! ay, that I do, and my: 
— into the ere 





* Y. Meadows.” What is all this? Pray don’t ‘male 


fows.. Then, Sir, Iam the happieft man in the . 
sais 3 L enquire no farther ; here I fix. the ucmott. lie - 


mits of my hopes and happinef. 


r AIR XXxIxX. 
Y. Mead.,. All I wife in ber obtaining, ing 
Fortune can no more impart 5. - 
RSs, Let 27 7 oe my — nites 
ne Ley. my 
¥. Mead. 75 and pleafure never ceafing 
Rofl, ‘ Love with length o pines tow, 
‘Together. Thus rh beart and hand Jurrender, 
faith and =5 I plight $ 
— ayy and kind, and tender, 
James burn ever bright. 
Li ale Fa Howth 
at, : “ ° 


«4 


oe ee a | 








: bh: 4 . *) 
- Hawsh, Give you joy, Sir; and you, fai tady—— 
d, under favour, T’il falute you too, if there’s no fear _ 


Ve 
+ Meadows. And may I believe this ?—Pr'ythee tell 


we 





< mey dear Rover." 3 

» 9 Ref Step into the houfe and I'll tell you every thing 
ST muft intreat the good offices of Sir William, and Mr. 
» ‘Hawthorn, immediately; for 1 am in the uumoft unea- 
" fines about my poor friend Lucinda, 

~°) Hawth. Why, what's the matter ? 

Ref I don’t know, but I have reafon to fear I left 
her now in very difagreeable circumflances ; hows 
ever, I hope, if there’s any mifchief fallen out between 
her father and her lover 





! 

k ; . The mufic-mafter! I theschr fo, 

+» Sir Wil. What, is there a lover in Nis y 
) > mever do an ill turn, bur I am glad, fol am; for we'll 
© make a double wedding ; and, by way of celebrating it, 
_ take a trip to London, to thew the brides fome of the 
__. pleafores of the rown.- And, mafter Hawthorn, you fhall 
f° be of the party—Come, children, go before us. 


| Hawih, Thank you, Sir William ; 1’il go into the 
» “houfe with you, and to church to fee the young folks 
_ married; but as to London, I beg to be excufed, 


i AIR XL. 
eS ever I'm catch d in thofe regions of fmoke 
ty _ That frat of confufin and noife, foals 
' May | ne'er know the faveets of a flumber unbroke, 
' Nor the pleafure the country enjoys, 
‘4 Nay more, let them take me, to puni/> my fin, 
Where, gariyg, the Cockneys they firect, 
y Clap me up with their monflers, cry, mafters walk ing 
P And fosw me for two-pence a pitti. oe 
hey ‘ : ; ~ hee) 
Ve . he * 
kerr 5 ° ae | * ter S| 






fk, hae te) 
* 


$s CE N E IX > tA ; 

Faftice Woovcock’s Hall. \ 

CYter Fuftice Woovcock, Mrs. Den. Wooncoce, Les 
c1nDa, Eustace, Hopce.. ’ A 


Mr:. Deb. Why, brother, do yn think I can hear. 
or fee, or make ufe of my fenfes ¢ I tell you, I left that — 
fellow locked up in her clofet;. and, whtle 1 have been: 
with you, they have. broke open the door, and gor biia> 
out again, 

F. Woodcock. Well, you hear what they fay. 

Mrs, Deb. 1 care mot what they fay; it’s you encous — 
vage them in tfeir impudence—Hark’e, huffey, will: 
you face ioe Gown that | did not lock the fellow up? 

Lucin. Really, aunt, I don’t know what you mean 3: 
when you talk intelligibly, 1’ll anfwer you. ; ; 

Exft, Serioufly, madam, this is carrying the jeft a+ 
little too far. 

Mrs. Deb. What then, I did not catch you together 
in her chamber, nor overthear your defign of goingoff 
to-night, nor find the bundles packed up— pe 

Euft..Ha, ha,. ha. . 

Lucin, Why aunt you rave. ' 

Mrs. Deb. Brother, ‘a3 I am a Chriftian woman; fhe’ 

}, confefled the whole atfair to me from firlt to aft; and in: 

. this very place was down upon her marrow-bones faré 
half an hour together, to beg I would conceal it from+ 
you. r ] 

Hodge..Ob Lord!’ Oh Lord !° 

Mr;. Deb. What, firrah, would yoy brazen me: too 

Take thar (oxes him.) 

Modge. 1 with you would keep your hands to-yourfelf; : 

a Siep ne becaufe you have been telling his worthip, 


J. Woodcock, Why, filter, yoware tipfey ! 
Mrs, Deb, I tipley, brother!——that never touch a 
top of any thing- from year’s end to year's end 5 
ing then a litte anifeed water, when I have got 


~~ ee % PRs Lucin. 
Sc * ” 
aes Be | on ‘ x 
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At 


—_: 











” 





pied, aunt, you heen complaining | 

I day ;-and may have taken too pow, 

a dofe of your cordial. — : 

_ J-Weodeock, Come, come, 1 fee well enough how it’ 

is; this is a lye of her own invention, to make herfelf ap- 
wife; but, you fimpleton, did you not know Linw§ 

Bed you out ? 

ny 

‘oa SCENE X, 


Enter, Sir Wittiam Meavows, Hawrtrorn, Ren 


setTta, Younc Meanows. 3 


Y. Meadow. Biels me, Sir! look who is yonder. 
Sir. Will, Cockfbones, Jack, hotiift Jack, are you 

Euf. Plague on’t, this rencounter is unlucky——Sit 

illiam, your fervant. 

Sir W%//. Your Servant again, and again, heartily your 
fervant ; may I never do an ill turn, but I am glad to 
meet you. 

FJ. Woodcock. Pray, Sir William, are you acquainted 
With this perfon ? : 

Sir Will. What, with Jack Euflace! why he’s my 
kinfman : his mother and I was coufin- germans once re- 
moved, and Jack's a very worthy young fellow ; may I 
never do an ill turn if 1 tell a word of a lye. 

FJ. Woodcock. Weil, but Sir William, let me tell you, 
you know nothing of the matter; this man is a mufic- 
mafter ; a thrummer of wire, and a fcraper of cat-gut, 
and teaches my daughter to fing. 
+ Sir Will, What Jack Euilace umufick-matter! no, no, 
I know him bettér iv 
Eufl, *Sdeath, why thould I attempt to carry on this 
abfurd farce any longer ?—What that gentleman tells 
you is very tru, Sir; Tam no mufic-matter indeedy © 
+ Povacock, You are not, you own it then ? » 

‘Buf. Nay, more, Sir, Tum as this lady has reptefent- 
ed me( pointing «,Mr;,\Deborab), your daughter’s lover ;” 
whom, with her own confeat, I did intend to have cars 
ried off this night ; but now that Sit William Meade 
is.herc, to tell you who, apd what I am ; ee 















felf upon your » from which I expect 
prc gl pot ester | reap from any impofition on 
~yyour unfufpicious nature. — 
Mr:, Deb. Weil, brother, what have you to fay for © 
ourfelf now ? You have made a precious day’s work of 
- it! Hlad my advice been taken: Oh I am afhamed of! 
ou, but you are a weak man, and it can’t be help’d 5 d 
owever, you fhould let wifer heads direct you. . 
Lucin, Dear Papa, ardon me. 
Sir Will, Ay, do, Sir, forgive her; my coufin Jack 
will make her a good hufband, I'll antwer for it. j 
Rof. Stand out of the way, and let me fpeak two 6r 
three words to his worfhip.—Come, my dear Sir, though 
vou refufe all the world, I am fure you can deny me 
nothing: love is asvenial fault—You know what I 
Be recrjaciled to your daughter, I conjure you, 





mean. 

by the memory of our pat affections——What, not a 

word ! Yes 
A I R XLI.. * 


Go, naughty man, I can't abide you ; 
Are then your vows fo foon forgot ? 
Ab! now I fee if I had try'd you, 
What would bave been my hopeful lot, 


But here I charge you—Make them baths ; 
Blefi the fond pair, and crown their blifi: 
Come bea dear good natur’d pappy, 
And I'll reward you with a hifi. 


Mr:, Deb. Come, turn out of the houfe, and ‘be’ 
thankful my brother does not hang you, for he could 
do it, he’s a jultice of peace ;—tura curv? the houfe, I 


ss 


¥i¢— 

. cA Woodcock. Who pare you authority to turn himout 

of the houfg—he thal ttay where he iz. aA 
* Mrs. De}, He than’t marry my neice. . 

? FJ. Woodcock, Shan’t he? but I'll thew you the dif+ 

ference now, I fay, he hall marry ‘her, and what will 


youdo about ic? . 
a. ahs And you will give him your eftate too, 
you 
Jo Wootcoche 


Ae 2 - 
a Se oi 
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A = x 
Mr, Deb, aay Dates bond, ° 4 
Ff. i ke him the totes I would = 
a 


rs. Des. Brother, brother ! 
 "Hawih, Come, come, madam, aill’s very well, and I 
fee my neighbour is what 1 always thought him, a man 
of fenfe and prudence. ; 
Sir Will, May 1 never do an ill turn, but I fay fo 
too. 
ey Woodcock. Here, young fellow, take my daughter, 
blefs you both together; but hark you, no money 
will Idie 5 obferve thar. 
~ Buf. Sir, in giving me your daughter, you beftow 
pon me more than the whole world would be without 


Rof. Dear Lucinda, if words could cOmvey the tran- 

Sports of my heert upon this occafion— 

A Lucin. Words are the tools of hypocrites, the pretend- 

ets to friendfhip ; only let us refolve to preferve our 

~  efteem for each other. 
Y. Meadows. Dear Jack, I little thought we fhould 
éver meet in fuch odd circumftances— but bere has been 

_ the ftrangeft bufine‘s between this lady and me—— 

* Hodge. What then, Mrs. Roffetta, are you turned falfe- 

hearted after all; will you marry Thomas the gardener ; 

| and did I forfake Madge for this ? ' 

[ Ref. Oh lord! Hodge, I beg your pardon; I proteft 
I forgot ; but I muft reconcile you and Madge, I think, 
and give you a wedding dinner to make you amends. 

‘ Hedge. N—ah, 

Hawth, Adds me, Sir, ‘here are fome of your iy 
bours come taxifit you, and I fuppofe tg make up the . 
company of your ftatute-ball ; yonder’s mufic one I fees 
fhall we enjoy ourfelves : If fo give me your hand? 

F. Woodcock. Why, here’s my band, and we will en- 
joy ourfelves ; Heaven blefé you both, childfen, 1 fay— 
Sifter Deborah you are a fool. 

Mr:, Det. You are a fool, brother; and mark my 

* words——But I'll give myfelf no more trouble about 


you. J 
Hawth, Fiddlers, flrike up. 


‘« z. AIR 
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AIR XLII. 


\ Hence with cares, complaints, and frowning, 
Welcome jollity and joy ; 
Evy grief in pleafure drowning, 
Mirth this bappy night employ: 
Let's to friendfbip do our duty, 
Laugh and fing fome good old ftrain ; 
Drink a health to love and becuty— 
May they long in triumph reign. 


WHE END 


oe 
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Denbam's Poetical Works, 1 vol. 
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Lanfdown's Poetical Works, 1 vol, 

Buchingham's Poctical Works, 1 vol 

Rofcommon's Poetical Works, 1 vol, 

Sommer ville's Works, 2 vols. — 
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_& THE JOVIAL CREW. 
| your alms, from whence, I think; their prayers feldom 
come. 


Spr. Thou art old Randal till ! jever erambling) but 
ftill officions for ‘em, * 

Rand. Yes, hang ’em, they know I love ’em well 
enough: I have had merry bouts with fome of ’em. 


AIR Ul 


-_ 
And be that will not merty, merry be, ; 
Witha pretty la/s in a bed ; 
I wifh he were laid in our rbureb- -yard, 
With atomb-flone over bis head. 
He, i of he could, to be meriy, yh, merry there, 
clo be merry, merry bere ; 
Por coe does know, where we foal go, 
To. be merry another year, 
Brave boys ! to be merry another year, 


Spr» Well, honeft Randal ! thus it is T am for 
a journey: I know not how long will be my abfence: 
but I will prefently take order with the cook and butler 
for my wonted allowance to the poor, And I will 
leave money with them to manage the affair till my re- 
burn. 

Rand. Then rife up Randal, bailey of the i 


xcunt. 





SCENE, a Bara. 


The Beggars are difcovered in their Pofturcs : then they ifie 
forth, and at laff the Patrice. 
Enter Springlove. 


All the Beggars. Our mafter'! oa our fveet 
and comfortable matter ! 

Spr. How chear, my hearts ? 

-1 Beg. Moft crowfe ! mof caperingly ! hall we 
dance ? thall we fing to welcome our king ? 
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AIR IV. . 
1 Beg. Wom. Tho? all are difcontented grown, : 


And fain would chanye cortition 5 
The courtier envies mow the clown, » 
The clorve turns politician. 
z Beg. Wom. Ambition pill is void of wit, 
— And makes a woeful figare : 
For none of em all eer enwy'd yet, 
: The life of a jovial beggar- 8 
Cho. Ambition fill, &c. 


3 Beg. Wom. The mamthat hourly racks bir brain, 
To encreafe his ufele/s fore, 
Still dreads a fall, and lives in pain, 
Bhilewe can fall no lower. 
4 Beg. Wom. The dame of rich attire that brags, 
Weu'd willingly unrig ber : 
Did foe but know. the joys of rags, 
And the life of a jovial beggar. 
Chorus of all. T4e dame, ke. 


Spr. What, is he there? that folemn old fellow ? 
z Beg. Mun. O, fir!’ the rareft of them all ! hz is a 
ee phet; fee how he holds up his prognolticating nofe : 

e 15 divining now, 

Spr. How! a prophet ! 

_ 2 Beg. Man. Yes, fir, acunning-man, and a fortune- 
teller ; “tis thought he was a great clerk before his de- 
cay; bat he is very clofe, will not tell his beginning, 
nor the fortune he himfelfis fallen from, But he ferves 
us for a clergyman ftill, and marries us, if need be, ~ 
after a new way of his own. | 

3 How long have you had his company? 
| Beg: Man. But lately come among us, but a very 
| ancient figoller all the land-over ; and has travell’d with 
ipfies, and is a Patrico.————Shall he read your 
P fortune, fir ? ‘ : 
| Spr. [fit pleafe him. iA 
Pat. Lend me your hand, fir. ; 
By this palm I underitand 
‘Thou art born to wealth and land ; 
B35 And. 
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And after many a bitter puft, 
Shall! build with thy great grandfire’s duft. 

Spr. Where fhall I find it ? but come, Pl! not trouble 
my head with the fearch. 

2 Beg Mau. What fay you, fir, to our crew ? are we 
not well congregated ? 
‘Spr. You area jovial crew! the only people whofe 
happinefs | admire. ” 

3 Beg. Man. Will you make us happy in ferving you ? 
have you any enemies ? fhall we fight under ye? will 
you be our captain ? 

2 Beg. Man. Nay, our ef 

3 Beg. Man. Command us fomething, fir! 

Spr. Where's the next rendezvous ? 

1 Beg. Man. Neither in village, nor in town, 

But three miles off, at Maple-down. 

Spr. Atevening, there J’ll vifit you. 

i Beg. Man. And there you’ll find us frolick. 


TA TR Vs 





cheer, 
Our Spirits we'll raife with bis bonour’s 
firong beer ; 
All Prangers to hope, and regardle/s of fear, 
We'll make this the merrie/t night of the year, 


‘ 
| awd Beg. Man. We'll glad our hearts with the bef of cur 





Cho. The year, we'll make this the merrieft night of the 

} pear. " 
2 Beg. Man. Nor jorrow, nor pain, amongft us foall be 

‘ound, / 
To our mafter’s good health fhall the eup be 
crown’ d, : 
. That long he may live, and in blifs abound, 
Shall be every man’s wifh, while the bowl 


7 goes vr 5 . 
Cho.. Goes round, foal be every man's wifh, Sc. 


3 Beg. 


Shay, > 7 OTT ee rae 
THE JOVIAL CREW. oy 
3 Beg. Man. Our.avents we can’t help, xor cur poverty _— 
cure: 
To-morrow mayn't come, of to-night eve'll 
1 make fares” 
Well laugh, and lie down, although we are 


° poor, ft 

. And cur love foall remain, tho’ the wolf's 

- at the door, . 
Cho, The door, and our lowe, &e. 


4 Beg. Man. Then brifk, and /mart, foall our mirth go 
round, s 
With anak meafures we'll beat the ground, 
To pleafure our mafter, in ditty bie 
We'll dance till we're lame, and drink till 
awe’ re found, 


Cho. We're found, we'll dance, &c. 


PART — ~ —— 
_ 


Spr. ** So now away. [Zxcunt beggars.” ~ 
They dream of happinefs that live in ftate, 
But they enjoy it that obey their fate.” [Exit 


S CEN E, Oldrents’ Hon/. 
Enter Vincent, Hilliard, Meriel, amd Rachel. 


Hill. 1 admire the felicity they take. 
Fin. Beggars! they are the only people can boaft the 
e Benefit of a free ftate, in the full enjoyment of liberty, 
mirth, and eafe. Who would have loft this fight, of 
their revels ?. how think you, ladies? Are they not the 
only happy in a nation ? 
Mer. Happier than we, I’m fure, that are pent up, 
and ty’d by the nofe to the continual. {tream of hot hof- 
ity here in our ‘father’s houfe, when they have the_ 
air at plegfure in all variety. : 
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AIR VL- 


In the charming month of May, 
When the pretty little birds begia to Snes 
What a fame at home to flay, 
Nor enjoy the jmilin, yas 5 
While the beggar that looks forlorn, ( 
Tho’ foe's net fo nobly born, aa 
With her rags all patch'd and torn, 
While fre dances mat fings with the merry men and maids, 
In ber fmiling eyes you may trace 
And her innocent chearful face, 
Tho’ foe's poor, masrbe 
More bappy than foe 
That fighs in her rich brovades. 


Rach. And tho’ i know we have merrier f{pirits than 
they, yet to live thus confin’d, ftifles me. 


ATR ‘Vite. 


See how the lambs are /porting ! 
Hear how the warblers fing! 
See how the doves are courting ! 
All nature bails the /pring. 
Let us embrace the blefing, 
Beggars aloue are free 5, 
Free from employment, . . 
Their life is enjoyment. ~ 
Beyond expreffion ; 
Happy they wander, 
And happy fleep under 
The greenwood tree. 


Hill, Why, ladies, you have liberty enough,. of may 
take what you pleafe. : ’ 
Mer. Yes, in our father’s rule and governihent, or - 
his allowance; what’s that to abfolute freedom? Su 
as the very beggars have; to feaft and-revel here to-da) 
and yonder to-morrow; next day, where they 
and fo on ftill, the whole country or over, 
-'Theve’s liberty! the birds of the air can no more. 


. Rach, 
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» Rach. And then, at home here, or wherefoever he 
comes, our father is fo penfive (what muddy fpirit fo- 
e’er poffelles him, wou’d I cou’d conjure it. out) that he 
makes us ever,fick of his fadnefs, that were wont to do 
any thing’ before him, and he would laugh at us. 

Mer. Now he never looks upon us, but with a figh, 
or tears in his eyes, tho’ we fimper never fo demurely. 

«+ What’tales have been told him of us, or what he {ul- 
peds, I know not, but I am weary of his houfe. 

Rach. Does he think us wanton tro, becaufe fome- 
simes we talk as lightly as great ladies? 


4A R_ VIII. 


How feet is the evening air, 

When the laffes all prepare, 
So trim and i fa clean, 
To trip it o'er the green, 

And meet with their yt ett-hearts ther 
While thepale town laf 


‘ace 
To/q ioe re at a oiteale 
Were CW g prude 
May be fubdu'd, 
And eben fhe cries, you're rude, 
You may conclude 
She ail! not die a maid. 


~ Rach. 1 can {wear fafely for the vegnty of one of 
us, fo far as word and deed goes ——Marry, thoughts 
are free. 
Mer. Which is that one of us, I pray? Yourfelf, or 
me? 
efit: Good fifter Meriel, charity begins at home: 
yes wedi think as charitable-of ¢ “<and not 
966 rd caufe thou art a-year er, neither.” 
am beholden to Basa Uae dear Rachél, as 
the 2 faving is, a demure look is no fecurity for virtue. 
But for my father, I would knew his grief, and how 
poy edtener ae that = were where we coa’d not fee it. 
mifth, © and that has been better ‘than: his 
“eset us, eS 


- ; Viney 
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Vine. Will you hear our 1, ladies? 

Mer. Phhah! you would marzy us prefently out of his 
way, becanfe he has given you a foolith kind of pro- 
mife: but we will fee him in a better hymour frit, and 
as apt to laugh, as we to lie down, I warrant him. 

Wl, ’Tis like that courfe will cure him, would you 

embrace it, 

Rach. We will have him cur’d fir, I tell you, aml 
you ‘hall wait that feafon, and our leifure. 

Mer. | will rather venture my being one of the ape-- 
leaders, thanto marry while he is fo melancholy. 

Vine. We are for any adyenture with you, ladies. 

Ra-h. And we will put you.to’t.—— Come afide, 
Mericl. I remember an old (otk of my nurie’s, every 
word of which the believed as mech as her pfalter, that 
us'd to make me long, when I was.a girl, to be abroad 
in a moon-light night. 


AIR IX. 


At night, by moon-light on the plain, 
With rapture, bow Ive feen, 

Attended by her karmlefs train, 
The little fairy queen: 

Her midnight revels fweetly keep, 

While mortals are involw'd in ¥ 

._ They tript it o'er the green. 

And where thay danc'd their chearful round, 
The morning would difelofe, . 

For where their nimble feet do bound,. Clade 
Each flow'r unbidden grows 

The daify (fair as maids in May) 

The cow/lip, in bis gold arrayy~ 


And blufbing-wiolet *reje. 


Mer. Come hither, Rachel. ‘ 
Roche YX eat hay Mat > wee abo Oa 


- Vine, What's the conceit, I wonder shdest ob ~ 
» Mer. i Hai ha, ha! | 0 WE To eer a 
Hill. Some merry one it feems, but I'll never pre. 
tend to guefs at a woman’s minds | » 8 r 
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“AIR X. 


‘The mind of ti woman can never be-known, 
You never can gusfs-it aright : ; 
LH tell yeu the reafon———/be knows not ber own, 
It changes fo often eer night, 
’"Trwou'd puxzle Apollo, 
- ? Her whimfies to follow, 
His oracle swou'd be a jeft ; 
She'll frown when foe's kind, 
Then quickly you'll find, 
She'll change with the wind, 
And often abyjes 
The man tVat fhe chufes, 
And what fhe refufes, 
Likes bef. 






Rach, And then, Meriel,——hark again—ha, ha, 
ha! 5 
Vinc. How they are taken with it? 
Mer. Ha, ha,ha!—Hark again, Rachel, Tam 
of the girl’s mind, who wou’d not take the man fhe 
lik’d beft, "till the was fure he lov’d her well enough to 
live in a cottage with her. 

Both. Ha, ha! 

Vince. Now, ladies, is your project ripe? poffefs us 
with the knowledge of it. You know how, and what 
we have vow’d; to wait upon you any how, and any 


ce. 
Mer. And you will ftand to’t? 
Vinc. Ay, and go to’t with you wherever it be, — 
What fay you, are you for a trip to Bath? 
o, no, not ’till the Doétor doesn’t know what 
elfe to-do with ns. 
Vim. Well, would you be courted to go to London ! 
Rack. Few country ladies need be alk’d twice: but 
You're a boM man to propofe it. _ 
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How like yout, won, 
Ti trap sheco the town’s 


Where love, in daily aaa ta 


Pky! tr pag nee 
he us, wou A t 


=f baba pe the tempting de. pian 
Where dai iM pleafures charm the eye, me 
| And foys fuperior crown the night. ; 


Hill. In the naine of wonder what would you do? 
Mer. Pray tell it ’em, filter 5 
Rath. Why, gentlemen—ha, a!—Then thus icin 
feem’d e’en now to admire the felicity of beggars. 
* Mer, And have engag’d yourfélves\to join wi 
any courfe. 
Rach. Will you now with us, aed for ots fakes; tin 
beggars? 
Tien Tt is our refolution, and om 
Rach. But fora time, anda ie: progre{s, 
Mer, And for a (prinpeuiek oe ge “in the 
Yeafon. 5 ea 
Vinc. Beggars! what rogues, are the 
Hill. A fimple wig of our loves ne ates: se 
Rach. Are you refolv’d upon’? I! eet 
‘are refolv’d to take our conte, ; . 
oe Let yours be to keep counfel.” 95 
nc. Stay, ftay ! beggars! Are 


AIR Xl, 
Vite. va ae 


Nagel 
Me pele geld 












